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Christmas night, 2020. 


By the time Daniel had called him, to inform him that Alexi was back in Helsinki, he knew that he would visit 
him. It was obligatory, somehow, and he would definitely not miss the opportunity, this time. Not again, not 
anymore. Daniel's words had sounded somehow ambiguous and elusive. He did not disclose information of any 
type, and in fact he had tried to sound sort of casual, but Janne knew. He had this special gut-feeling when it 


came to Alexi, and this time he was sure that things were not good at all.. „Like they ever werel 


He therefore grabbed his jacket, put his beanie on, like he used to - which added a youthful and naughty touch 
to his appearance (Alexi loved to pull it down to his eyes and pat him tenderly, just to tease him and conjure 
up his grin, the one he had allegedly adored)- and dashed to his car. He tossed his stuffed backpack, along with 
a plastic record-shop bag, onto the back seat and drove hastily to the familiar apartment of his friend.. It was 
like one of the thousand casual nights in the past, when they were really young and would sleepover at one 
another's place, so as to practice some more or to spend time chatting about CDs and movies, drinking beers 
till dawn.. Janne went through a red light and scolded himself for being so careless. There was no time for 


accidents! 


He paused outside the building and looked up, to the familiar window. How many days and nights had he spent 
there? If totaled, they equaled a lifetime! He knew every bit of the aluminum frame, every defect of the 
screws - unless Alexi had decided to renovate the place and get stuff fixed He could discern a pale light in the 
living-room, probably the skull-lamp on the coffee table, which indicated the existence of life in the apartment. 
Someone-something dwelt in there, for sure. The last time he had driven, out of habit, outside the same 
building, this same window had been dark, eerily desolate. His mind had played tricks on him, seeing ghosts of 
their past, casting weird, sensual shadows on the windowpanes. He had gotten upset, so he had hastened his 
pace - and rubbed a tear from his eye. 


" Damn cold." he had murmured alone, as if he had needed to explain himself why his eyes were tearful. Like 
he hadn't known "Fucking, freezing cold." Sure, Janne.. 


Still standing, hesitant now, in the middle of the same freezing cold, he stared at the dim-lit window - snow 
building up on his eyelashes and his loose chestnut locks. He pressed the plastic bag he was holding, tightly to 
his chest, as though it would protect him against an invisible enemy, hellbent on harming him! He was choking. 
His heart beat fast, he was on the brink of a panic attack. 


"For fuck's sake.. It is just him: petite little asshole of a guitarist.. Stupid, stubborn prick.. Two legs, two (well, 
maybe four) hands, eats, takes a shit.. Often cool.. Alexi was cool..", he repeated to himself and commanded his 
body to ring Alexi's damn doorbell. 


Hurrying up the stairs in the stairwell two-by-two, he brought himself outside a half open door. The odor of 
Death, lurking in the shadows welcomed him. Not a good sign.. He didn't wish for visitors of that kind - or any 
kind at all 


" Alexi..2", he whispered his name, for fear he woke him up or- (not being able to wake him up); stupid 
thoughts again Apparently he was awake - who else would have opened the door in the first place? .Death? 


" Come in.. | knew you would come..", Alexi's voice sounded husky, his speech slurred. Had he been drinking 
again? 


" Daniel told me you were here.. Too hot to be in Australia for Christmas, huh?", he tried to sound funny, and 
searched for him in the pale light- where was he hiding? 


" Oh, yes.. Almost forgot! Merry Christmas.. Uh... 1", Alexi muttered sarcastically, trying to form a sentence, 
but cut it midway immediately. " Never mind.. I've been here for some months now.."; he said and took a step 


forward, in Janne's direction, finally revealing the mummified statue he had turned into. 


Janne registered his appearance. The sight broke his heart, but he shouldn't show it, right? Where was the 
sweet, angelic blonde? What was left of him? Ok, he - they - were not twenty anymore, but at the age of 
forty one he could still age like an old bottle of expensive whiskey, bearing all the attractive inflations and 
tones that his gentle character emitted, giving off some spiky notes of his quick-temperament during one of 
‘his' days.. Standing in front of him was a wraith of the Wildchild, clad in loose pajamas that hung like rags on a 
scarecrow, his mousy-blonde hair cascading loose and unruly below his shoulders.. He looked aged, worse than 
one year ago, when he had hit his worst record low of fifty kilos, his face gaunt, taut skin on an otherwise 
well proportioned skull. His face scared him most. He looked unearthly pallid, eyes set deep inside black sockets, 
skin resembling failing prosthetic tissue, applied clumsily over the skull, as if to mimic a more human-like form 
- unsuccessfully... " Are we alone here, or what?", Janne dismissed the thought of the Reaper standing nearby, 


looking smug about his work. 


" You didn't come to the show in October..", Alexi tried to sound indifferent - yet Janne traced bitterness in 
his voice. Alexi could not mask his feelings - though one could hardly extort a word, or an explanation from 
him, if he was unwilling to do so. 


Missing the show was not true at all - but then Alexi didn't know. Actually, he had attended the whole live 
performance of Alexi's new love - Bodom After Midnight, that is. It had appeared to be their decision - 
Jaska's, Henkka's and his - to dissolve Children of Bodom and give up on ‘poor’ Alexi, which had eventually led 
him to form this new presumed ‘love’. Janne had rejected Alexis invitation, out of pride, claiming personal 
reasons for not being able to attend their concert. However, when the date of the concert arrived, his heart 
started beating agonizingly fast and the thought had been nagging him all day, so he decided to buy himself a 
proper ticket, wait in the queue with the anonymous people, incognito, grab a beer - or two - stand among 
Alexis - and once his - dedicated crowd and watch his beloved one play live fragments of their common past.. 
Alexi had looked pretty human, during this live. Not so emaciated as before - which indicated that the Aussie 
fed him well, who knows what fatty shit, apart from tons of alcohol. She took proper care of him, presumably, 
like no other had - and with this, a knot rose up in his throat and he had preferred to gulp his beer sloppily 
rather than give in to crying. There were people around him, and it would be weird to see a 4-year-old man, 


cry like a toddler. He was not that toddler anymore. Or was he? Do we change with time, after all, or does the 


youthful spark remain intact, lurking under layers of decency, yet ready to thrust itself outside with the first 


chance? How does aging ‘count’? 


To be honest, he had enjoyed their concert. It had taken him an effort to restrain his fingers from air-playing 
the songs he knew by heart along with their loathsome (young and fresh) keyboardist! These had been his 
parts, he possessed them - and he was possessed by them! He was being sentimental. And then, when the 
lights were on, and Alexi greeted and thanked his audience, he had chosen to vanish among the crowd, 
anonymously, too cowardly to go backstage, hug him hello, have another beer - or more - with him.. He left 
as stealthily as he had arrived - driven by wounded pride and he felt empty. He had been an asshole. A 
coward. And a fool. Always that, actually.. 


" That was stupid of me..", he lied in reply, still unable to tell the truth. " But | am here now. To make 


amends..." 
" To say goodbye to me forever?" 


" No, that is not my plan.", Janne tried to keep calm. " l.. | bought you a gift.. A Christmas gift you might like, 


since it is Christmas Today...” 


" So, now we exchange presents, like nothing has happened?", Alexi retorted, yet Janne ignored his tone and stil 


passed him the plastic bag that he was holding so dearly, next to his heart. 


It was the latest aloum by Ghost - the controversial, Swedish band. Janne had been listening to it non-stop 
lately, delving into the music and the lyrics to drown his sorrow, and he somehow related it to Alexi. Maybe it 
was the fact that it spoke about death by a pandemic, during an actual pandemic and Alexi's health was said to 
be deteriorating.. It all matched somehow, fitting together like pieces of a giant puzzle. All the songs bore his 
face, his essence, even if they were not written by him. Perhaps his fate, as well..? This music felt 


appropriate for the occasion.. Deathly and rotten, under the veneer of belated cheerfulness. 

" Ghost.. Dude..", Alexi said and closed his eyes. 

" | think you will like it. | am sure! It reminds me of you...” 

" Thought so.. You know what it's about, don't you?", and Jame bit his lip. " Of course you do..Thats why." 
" Can we sit?" 


" Uh, yeah, sure..", said Alexi and put the CD in the CD player. " So yeah, it feels right sort of.. Why are you 
here?", he asked finally, sprawling languidly on the couch, facing Janne. He himself sat rigid and upright like a 


log. 


" | didn't like how it ended up.. The band.. Shit.. Can't put it in words.. And you..", Janne closed his eyes 


desperately, not knowing how to approach the person that once was his other half, his soulmate. 


" That was a year ago. It was cold. But you made it clear. And perhaps things are better this way..", Alexi 
snapped. 


" No-" 


" You don't know..", Alexi cut him off, took a cigarette from the open packet and lit it up anxiously. His eyes 
flashed blue and translucent in the sudden orange spark, then gradually waned as the smoke engulfed them, 
last image of a body slowly sinking in a black sea, devoured by the darkness of the abyss beneath. Janne 
grabbed his hands spontaneously - as if to keep him afloat - startling him - the smoke almost dropping to the 
carpet. " Hey!" 


" Dont- .| was wrong.. Changes passed before my eyes unnoticed, unattended and | was too slow to 


understand.. To react. Too lost in my own rage and doubts that | missed the crucial turn.. And now.." 


" Now it's done, and can't be undone. End of the story. And it's not your fault, believe me. You couldn't have 
prevented it, anyway..", Alexi said and stiffened his lips, to avoid being emotional, striving to avoid Janne's 


remorseful, almost pleading stare. “It had already started before we.. us.. You know. Parted" 
" But you are back! If not, this might-' 

" IF's over. lm back because | have to take care of business and there's no time left" 

" Come on. | know that cynical tone of yours! 


" Well, actually this is for real now.", and Alexi became more serious, perhaps a bit sad. Cynical Alexi was 
preferable to a sad Alexi. Janne wondered." | got some medical results and.. Things are not so pretty... Like 
they ever were but anyways.. They are pretty grave. In brief, | am dying. And | will. Soon.”, said Alexi finally, 
with a sarcastic smirk and passed Janne some papers, that bore the stamp of the hospital he was so often 


admitted to. 


Janne took the papers, frozen by his friend's harsh words. He must be exaggerating, as usual, being sarcastic 
once again.. Ok, he might have been in a constant battle these last years with his addictions and his feeble 


health, but why should things have escalated for the worse now that he presumably thrived? 


However Alexi was not exaggerating this time. The tests were clear. The numbers didn't lie. The results bore 
no doubt, no hope. MR scans showed total degeneration of the liver - was it cirrhosis? .Pancreatic fibrosis as 
a consequence.. Irritable bowel syndrome. No treatment.. Very low blood hematocrit.. Minimal ferritine.. 


Irreversible damages... Inoperable.. May conclude in cancer and.. 


" b months at maximum.."; he heard Alexis curt voice, filling in his train of thought. 


Suddenly he felt nauseous. He hurried to the bathroom with long strides, without further notice and emptied 
his guts in the toilet. The edges of his vision started to disintegrate - strange sparks dotted the matrix and 
silence became deafening to his ears. He tried to place his palms over his ears, but it was impossible. He had 


passed out, on the floor, hitting his jaw on the porcelain sink.. 


Janne came round lying on his back, on the bed, draped in black sheets. He knew these sheets.. They had 
covered his naked body a thousand times, a hundred years ago. He had stained them once, during one of those 
occasions. He lurched at the thought - and spontaneously searched for that old white splash with his eyes.. 
Such a sweet and safe memory - one to cling to, to keep his sanity. Then reality smacked him back to 
awareness. The damn medical results.. A pat on his cheek. And the gaunt face of Alexi, scrutinizing him, solemn 
like a Byzantine saint - aiming his stare directly at his soul, igniting the old flame which was awkwardly and 
hastily put out. Out, but never really extinguished.. Ghosts music was playing low, deathly and nostalgic, audible 
from the living room: Just wanna bewitch you in the moonlight! Just wanna bewitch you all night! He thought it 
said ‘Just wanna be with you all night, and yeah, that's what he wanted! 


" You see now..? No one can bear the truth. You worried me. | thought you were stronger..", Alexi spurt, bile in 
his words. Janne went for his bony hands and grasped them firmly. 


" Please, stop.." 

" Refusing to listen won't change things.. You saw me, you know! So you ‘d be better off if you left.” 
"Im not going anywhere." 

" You are going to be missed", said Alexi poignantly. 

Bitter reference to his wife. The seal that closed their case forever. 

" No, | have dealt with it", replied Janne steadily and pulled him closer. 

"Now, what does this mean?" 


" | am staying", Janne pointed his finger at his backpack, stuffed with clothes and personal items and Alexis 


eyes widened with surprise. 


At least he had managed to startle him. That was something worthwhile. Alexi grinned and his eyes softened a 
bit. His pupils grew wider while he studied him, and he reluctantly leaned his feeble body against Janne's. He 
was no match for his flamboyant past self, but the sensation of their proximity bore the same air of 
mystery of his - Ais beautiful Alexi. He couldn't help but hug the haggard tattooed body, bring him closer, in a 


soft embrace, breathe in the fresh shampoo on his hair, Axe deodorant and ..death. 


" Oh, Allu.. How I've missed you..", he whined emotionally. 
" You know how | feel.", Alexi started, but Janne stopped him. 


"| have come to terms with it.. | think. | don't want to waste more time.. | want to be honest with you at 


least-" 


" Before | go?", Alexi interrupted him and both remained silent for a moment. Alexi struggled to ignore his 


embrace. 
"Can | kiss you?", Janne opted, instead of letting melancholy take over control of their moods. 


He needn't wait for an answer and Alexi's dry lips were on his. 


Alex's luscious lips [were (on) his] 


Author's Notes: 
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Alexi's luscious lips [were (on) his]. 


The first moment Janne met Alexi was back in 1777 or so. He was a jazz pianist back then, studying music and the 
Ike at a conservatory in Helsinki An old school mate of his, Jaska, had called him one day and asked him to join his 
band as they needed a keyboard player urgently. He had sounded quite serious, but you could never say for sure, 
at that age and phase.. Jaska played the drums - apart from the French Horn - and had always had this wild look 
and golden lion's mane, having been deep into heavy metal music since high school. E didnt matter back then that 
he, Janne, was utterly irrelevant to that stuff - beggars can't be choosers, and besides, Jaska was well aware of 


Janne’s talent. Music is music, after all, no matter if it is jazz, classical or metal 
Or, death-black metal, in this case. Jump in at the deep end, Janne! 


He had accepted the offer without putting much thought into it, mostly because he needed an outlet for his 
adolescent creativity that his strict family would not permit - so there he was! Jaska had told him where they 
rehearsed, and asked hm to pay them a visit and meet Alexi the guitarist who was the main composer and 


mastermind of the band - and probably the most difficult judge. 


Going into the dank room where they rehearsed, the first one Janne came across was the small and delicate leader 
with a black V-shaped guitar hanging around a pair of narrow shoulders. A slender, but smooth at the same time 
creature, no taller than 65m with fine, straight, long, fair hair, down to the middle of its back, tight black leather 
vest, fish-net tank top underneath, leather pants and intense black eyeliner, applied beneath the waterline of a set 
of fiery grayish-blue eyes. The skin was extremely pale and soft, almost translucent, the lps pink and full, 
seductive. Actually, he couldn't resist staring at those sensuous lips, pouty and succulent, designed to accommodate 
other stutf apart from food and booze, needs other than talking and singing (growling). A leather chocker with 

some artistic, Nordic medallion framed the immaculate neck, the wrists were adomed with masses of silver 


bracelets and chains and the fingernails were varnished black - goth black. 


Wow! Do they have a girl guitarist? Is this Alexi a she after all? | thought he was a guy, but dude.. She is 
hotl, were his first thoughts and smiled gootily at the guitarist. Alexis effeminate looks and smaller frame could 
easily be mistaken for a girl - and a beautiful one. A girl one would definitely make out with, in a dark club, after a 
couple of beers. And being the leader of a black metal band - wow, that was cool! She had guts! All the guys 
obeying her commands - hell, this could turn interesting, he bet! 


Jane's heart skipped a beat at that very first encounter and he immediately knew that he was infatuated with 
the ‘girl and the concept his mind had woven in those split seconds! Alexi took him in for some moments, tossed his 
hair to the side, before rewarding hm with his modest but promising smile. Janne found the movement sexy. 


" Welcome Janne!", his seductive and definite masculine voice broke the news fo Janne - it was actually a he! 


The fantasy shattered in seconds, this deep voice was the bullet to his glassy, fragile dream. He gaped at him - 
smile turning into a stroke deformity - and a rush of red tinted his cheeks and forehead, before he started 
sweating. Damn, still he could not believe it, that Alexi was actually a guy - and that he stil refused to shed the 
„unfamiliar and awkward fondness for him! Such a pity.. He had run out of words fo greet him back - what could 
he say? Man, you are a man? hstead he remained silent, afraid that his odd thoughts poured out of his brain like a 
radio transmission, audible to everyone and stared at him dumbfounded, with a blushing face, pupils dilated, till there 


was no brown color left around them. 


" Dude, does this guy speak at all?', Alexi asked Jaska feasingly and the latter gave Janne a strong pat on his 
shoulders, before shoving hm properly into the rehearsal room 


"Normally he never stops.. | dont know whats wrong with him today! Maybe he had a brain-short-circuil! Guys, 
this is Janne, the pianist from school that | spoke to you about. Dont mind him, he is a bit shy, short-haired and 
doesn’t know a fuck about metal music!’, Jaska introduced hm and the rest of the guys laughed at the newbie. 


" Well, then we should play some Darkthrone to initiate him a little bit..", said Alexi and returned an evil, direct 


glance at the silent Janne. 
He bet that Alexis stare bore more meaning than the words later exchanged did 


And that was the beginning. A misconception that proved impossible to rationalize, to overcome. 


Alexi had always been the cheerful guy, despite the demons he sometimes had to fence off alone. And still, at this 
late adolescent phase, the demons could tum really fierce! He was not the arrogant prick that frontmen of bands 
tend to be. This was contrary to his upbringing and besides, he didnt have the size and the looks for such a stance, 
he thought, although his smaller posture was not his worry anymore (well, he hoped not..), and he had strived hard 
fo accept the fact that he would not outgrow L65 unlike the rest of the group. Somehow he would stand out the 
other way, as the shortest guy. David versus the Gollaths - and he thought that might be funny! He had other 
virtues he was well aware of - after hours and hours of obsessive practicing on his guitar. Music was his love - 


and his guitar was his lover. He knew he would excel at guitar playing! 


The new guy was not an exception to this ‘height rule - towering over 180m. Another guy he should look up to (he 
was kind of used to this belittling inconvenience).. And what a shame to see that shy, sweet gawky boy, whose 


face would blush whenever their eyes met. He seemed too young - but then he was l8 and hairless. Soft and as 
far as his musical tastes were concerned, still a virgin to the harder sound! That definitely asked for defiling! 


Stil some arrangements needed to be made, Alexi considered - starting with the guy's appearance. A plain black T- 
shirt would surely suit him better in comparison to the red-black checkered woolen shirt he wore - too Nirvana- 
lke.. The same for a tighter black or blue pair of jeans, to the baggy ones, with the bulky, leather belt fastened 
around his slender waist up to his nipples He looked Ike a sack of sticks. Not fo mention his hair - probably his 
mom still gave him a haircut when the bangs exceeded the length of decency. Alexi had some serious issues with 


hair, due to some past misfortunate experience. 


Frowning a bit, just to intimidate Janne, he approached him, cigarette hanging from a pouty lp, and walked around 
him, as if to inspect the delivered product. He bet this made him feel rather nervous - and he enjoyed it. Then, 
with an air of dominance that he had peremptorily acquired as the band's leader, he started fiddling with the buckle 
of Janne's belt, untastening it first, then removing it. He let it drop contemptuously on the floor - perhaps he 
should have kept it in his hand, as a whip! Jame stood petrified, frozen lke a deer in headlights, which only 
encouraged him to continue invading his privacy indiscreetly. He gently pulled his pants lower, to the level of his hp 
bones, smoothed the fabric and then he started unbuttoning his nerdy shirt, in front of the surprised stares from 
the rest of his bandmates. Shirt removed and set atop an amp, he stepped back, evaluating his creation, exhaling a 
thick cloud of smoke rings. Janne sweated in his white T-shirt and loose pants, not knowing what the appropriate 


reaction should be. He thought his pants would fall down if he dared fo fake a step anywhere. 


"A bit better, don't you think?", Alexi addressed the other guys and turned back to Janne, giving hm a relaxed 
smile." Just joking, Janne! Relax! We are eager fo jam with youl Because, as you may have already noticed, we 


desperately need someone to play the keys!", and showed him the keyboard. 


Guffawing loudly with relef, Janne placed his fingers on the keys, stroked them confidently, to physically and 
mentally connect with the instrument and then all hell broke loose! This seemed to be his field of specialty! It was 
as if he had waited his turn to get his own back! This stupid guy really kicked some ass! Wow! Alexi dropped his 


cigarette on the floor in awe, and almost set them on tire! 


The speed Janne moved his fingers throughout an arpeggio and the steadiness of his body while doing so was 
unbelievable! He definitely had not expected such a skilled player, when Jaska came up with his name. Especially 
with such a stupid appearance! 


"Fuck, man", he exclaimed and joined him with his guitar. 


That night Alexi had jerked off, alone at home, in recollection of the rehearsal It had been pretty „intense! The 
music stil lingered in his ears, his fingers, bringing shivers up his spine.. He felt elated. He smiled to himself. And 
then upon sight of his cum, smeared all over his palm and belly, fantasizing Jane's long, delicate fingers on the 
keys, he felt ashamed Janne's fingers had turned him on - how humiliating -no, not just humiliating; despicable! No 
one should know. Dark, abnormal thoughts of his. He didn’t mean if, the way it seemed. It seemed pretty gross 


now.. It was just the music and nothing more - and his age! At IB a man got off with random stuff, such as the 
flight of a mosquito close to his earlobe! A man needs to jerk off all the time! It was normal He was normal.. And 


he was a man! 


Making love like a man. 


Author's Notes: 
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Making love like a man! 


Alexi had discovered that a combination of playing music with some alcohol consumption, helped mute his inner 
voices and numb the psychological pain that his emotional chaos caused him. h the past, he would have inflicted 
physical pain to his (revolting) body, either by slitting vertical lines on his left arm, or by smashing himself - fists, 
knees, feet, head, shoulders - on hard surfaces, such as walls, doors, trees.. Now that the band was taking on a 
more serious role in his life, his physical capacity was valuable and demanded, so he wouldn't want to compromise it 


on self-harm. Or, try to avoid doing so, at least. 


When he happened to be on one of "these" bad days, his people tended to leave hm alone, so that he would sort 
things out by himself: He would be rather edgy and extreme, and this neighbored on becoming self-destructive, 


which was something unwanted! 


" Dont bother with Alexi he is in one of his moods’, and everyone who knew him was well aware of what this 


entailed 


He would literally spend hours then in his seclusion, torturing his Jacksson guitar, non-stop, until his fingers had 
become numb and sore. „Which took a really long time to happen, because apart from being a creative composer, 
Alexi loved to practice a lot, to keep up his excellence in his field Even the most boring scale or arpeggio was 
fransformed to pure magic in his ever-thrashing hands. Practicing helped his adept fingers acquire further agility and 
besides, it filled an un-inspirational moment with sound, which might give birth to something aiming high, in the 

future. He was an excellent guitarist, thats all he had to boast about - nothing more to him - and he needed to 
keep his attributed title as a shredder king, because this was the only thing he was worthy of! 


Hs relationshp with his guitar would go beyond professional, it was personal. "Use me and abuse me - never let me 
go! "*2 was his motto and he would treat her- he had decided it was his girlfriend - so, never letting her get out 
of his grp. It seemed he would make love to her whenever he played, sometimes sweet and tender, sometimes 
ferocious and fast, other times dark and painful.. She always responded fo his whims and moods. He jumped and 
trotted, stood upright or lay sprawled with the horny V-shape body attached to his belly and groin, sending shivers 
down his spine, all the way fo his crotch Dancing wild tangos or sexy blues with his guitar in the candle-light, 


swaying his hips sensually always relieved and excited him. He and his guitar, alone in the candlelight got him off, he 
could liferally come with the most subtle touch So sensitive he had become. 


Music made him horny, especially in the last few years. Music was his painkiller, his drug! He got so absorbed in 
creating new melodies and expressing his weird and sad thoughts, that even an actual relationshp with a human 
being wouldnt matter to him so much at that time. He became elated by music, he felt infatuated and playing was 


an act of sexual union for him. He felt euphoric. 


He felt euphoric that evening, too. He was at his parents’ place, paying them a long visit after a while and it was 
one of his ‘do not disturb’ days. Hs mother had well accepted her bipolar son, so no one really disturbed him, but 
left him in the isolation of his old bedroom when he had sought it, yet kept a vigilant eye, in case things turned 
strange, because he had given them sound reasons to worry, in the past. As long as he was all into music, they 
kind of enjoyed listening to his incessant playing accompanied by some typical Alexi swearing, when things would not 
proceed as designed. 


He had gotten so engrossed with his lover, rubbing the sturdy body on his crotch inevitably getting a hard-on, that 
he had lost track of tme. All he really needed now was an outlet for his hormones, that had turned his cock 


hard as steel, hot as hell!"¥? - the lower head was "chanting" the catchy rhythm of the Swedish death metal 
song of a couple of years before! He took off all his clothes and underwear, wearing only his guitar, as a garment 
in front of his stone-hard private parts. Then, he played the strings with his swollen cock, sweep picking and tapping 


gently, producing incoherent, non harmonic sounds. It sounded somehow interesting. He was enthralled! Hard as steel, 


hot as hell.’ 


" You lke it, huh? | bet you do..", he spoke fo his guitar, continuing masturbating on the strings." Good boy.."-boy?? 
He flinched 


The guitar moaned perversely, to his wicked call He shredded faster on his dick, exhaling deeply, letting out strained 
grunts of pleasure. Janne's delicate and dexterous fingers sliding eerily on the keyboard popped up in his mind. The 
thought upset him. He tried to dismiss it, yet it remained, attached lke a mental leech! He strived harder not to 
lose his pace or rigidity. Janne’s fingers on the keys - and his rosy lips. Lips, not hips, he said to himself: Lips! Well 
hell, OK, hips would do fine.. He was awesome! He licked his lps in sweet relish 


"Oh, you fucker.. Oh! Oh..", he gasped thinking of the keyboardist, as he came unexpectedly on his strings, staining 
the fretboard and the magnets. "Oh, fuck.. Shit..", and dropped on his back, on his bed exhausted, arms and legs 
splayed apart, guitar still in hand, by the neck, sticky liquids dripping on the sheets now, heart racing fast stil, after 


the laborious process. He rolled his eyes and smiled to himself in satisfaction.. 


Only to see Janne’s shocked mask of a face, gawking directly at him, mouth agape, from the partially opened door! 
Was he hallucinating? What the fuck was he doing there? Janne blushed deep crimson and stood motionless, unable 
fo utter a word, unable to even close the door and leave hm alone - he, what a dim-witted fooll! And, by the 
way, who had given him permission fo invade his room without even knocking on the damn door!? Did he live in a 


cave? That was a door and it was closed! It was closed, for fuck's sakel!! 


" Janne..?", he stuttered startled, trying to balance between anger and pleasure, looking at the embarrassed young 
lad at his threshold 


Of course, how come he had forgotten!? They had arranged to meet at his parents’ place! Janne would drop by 
late in the evening for some practice, some riffing together - and later on they would listen to some records and 
share a couple of beers, because they fucking got along perfectly together! Janne didn't have to know that he was 
part of his fantasies; he could handle it discreetly and privately without being exposed - well, more than he already 
had been - and losing a loyal friend, a unique musician and a lovely person he could confide his darkest thoughts to. 
h Janne, apart from inspiration he had found a pair of hearing ears, a friend who wouldn't judge him, but on the 
contrary would share his worries and elaborate on his dark mental paths. The goofy nerd was essential to him! 


Now all that Janne, the goofy nerd, would get was a spectacle of a stark naked Alexi who had just fucked his 
guitar in front of him, lying sprawled like a capsized star-fish on his bed, cum spread all over his guitar, sheets and 
body, gaping at him red with embarrassment and sex haze. And this is the leader of the band.. 


" Uh.. Can you fetch me some toilet paper, please?", was the smartest thing Alexi came up with, to break the 
painstaking silence. How much had he witnessed - probably he was better off not knowing.. Ouch! 


" Yes.. Uh.. Sure.. |. Sorry for.. Toilet paper! Right!’, Janne mumbled awkwardly and as if the words kicked some 
realization into his (tiny) brain, he disappeared, closing the door properly behind him. 


At least he had some time to compose himself, put on a T-shirt or wrap a bed-sheet around his loins, hide his ‘gun’ 
from direct view.. If he knew Janne well, he wouldn't be back before a reasonable amount of time, to let him tidy 
up his mess. He would chit-chat with his parents about stupid stuff, before returning with the toilet paper (if he 


ever remembered to bring it). He would reluctantly knock on the door, before getting in. So shocked had he seemed 
fo be. 


And cute. Now that his hair had grown down to his chin and he had gotten stouter, he looked quite intriguing. Hs Ips 


were smooth - as smooth as the way he talked 


"Can | come in?", Janne's voice behind the door brought him back, from his musing, and Alexi smiled at his friends 


embarrassment 


Imagine if he had known the rest of Alexis fantasies! 


Pain 
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A groan. An anguished groan. And a deep breath. Janne gently pulled away to look at him. 
" Does it hurt?" 
" Like hell-" 


They kept silent, grasping the moment, assimilating the facts, retracing the familiar sensation of their lips 
latching on each other. But Alexi was in obvious distress. His forehead, creased with untimely wrinkles, was 
littered with droplets of sweat now, his skin taut and wane, too shrunken to fully cover his gaping mouth and 


teeth, as he bared them with each attempt to restrain a wrenching groan. 

" | need some painkillers..", he said and sat upright on the edge of the bed, clutching his stomach, before 
steadying himself to walk his body to the bathroom. He looked so old and worn.. Tattered. Janne felt sorry for 
him. 

Mentally Janne followed him to the bathroom, as he physically remained under the covers, in bed. He heard the 
sound of pills being squeezed out of their blisters, the hiss of water running from the faucet and the gulp for 
salvation Janne listened to the sound of Alexi's steps leading him to the kitchen, then heard him pour some 


liquid into a glass. 


" No- No, no, nol", Janne shouted and jumped out of bed and bound towards his friend. Just in time to grasp 
Alexis glass, half full of whiskey, before it was emptied into his mouth." You don't get to do that!" he ordered. 


" Fuck, Janne... 


" Whiskey? Again? Fucking roll", and he pulled Alexi roughly towards his own body, burying him in his yearning 


embrace, confining him with his arms. 
"Ht takes the pain away..." 


" | will do that", and sealed his mouth with his trembling lips again." Will you let me do this for you?" 


Alexis lips on his.. 


Swimming cold, smoking hot. 
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Swimming cold, smoking hot. 


Janne had needed this trip to the cabin his parents owned, in the forest, close to the lake. He had had a rough time 
visiting them; they had seemed determined fo get on his nerves, once again, with their belittling admonishing, hurting 
remarks and degrading comments on his decisions in life -the band, that is, which had apparently degraded him, as a 
human being to something lower and primary, brainless. It was pretty common for them, an everyday conversation 
fo end up in a quarrel. Hs parents would not forgive him for not studying Architecture, as he had initially wished 
He still liked Architecture, but the mere recollection of his parents’ words rendered the whole faculty repugnant. 


" You are clever, Janne, you have a gift for sketching and mathematics!! Why waste it on immature stupidities? 


Who will take you seriously with that noise?" 


İt was not long, until their happy family meal had been ruined - so he had called Alexi to join him at the cabin for 
company. He could have confided in his litte brother Antti (with whom he was really close, sharing common music 
interests and the like), who had kept a curious look throughout the happy family meal. But at that moment he had 
seemed annoyingly young, and he himself felt humiliated and Kind of exposed; he was the elder brother, after all, he 
should be more of an idol to his brother and not this rebuked loser! So Alexi had been a more appealing option 
Alexi was always the most appealing option for company - and that was somehow unnerving and exciting at the 
same time. Since Alexi himself was insecure, they could share their self-loathing feelings at the time and possibly 


extract some courage from one another. 


"Parents are supposed to be like this.. Complaining all the time or not giving a shit at all.", Alexi had told him seeing 
him frustrated. 


" Well, yours seem much cooler.." 


" Yeah, but that's because they like music themselves. You know.. Fuck them! When we become huge and famous, 
and get lots of money, I bet they will come begging at your door for forgiveness!" 


"Do you really hear what you are saying? How is this supposed to be even realistic?" 


" Dunno dude, | mean, why not? Henkka is a bad-ass bass player, Jaska is a beast blaster, Alexander is huge, and 
you.. You are the most brillant of us all You are the best we could ever have.", and smiled at him shyly, 


" You are forgetting yourself in this senario, but still. | have not persuaded them yet.. Stil cant pay my bills out 
of music.. And we fight all the time, even at this age!" 


" Uh.. yeah.. Shit happens. You can always go to university if all this falls apart, you know.. And start building 
houses and get money.. You are brilliant. You could always do it. | dunno about myself, | am useless anyway, so if 
ths all falls apart.. Maybe | could become your janitor..°" 


"Oh, fuck you Alexi!" 


Now they were by the lake shore - Alexi toying with the water, like a child, and he, sitting on a rug thrown on the 
ground, watching him play while he doodled on his sketchbook maniacally with a soft pencil 


Janne was good at sketching; that was an indication of his architectural inclination, just as his favorite topic, which 
was buildings. He had liked to take long walks during his spare time - if he had any - alone, with some music on his 
headphones, his sketchbook and pencil at hand and capture on a two-dimension piece of paper the city corners he 
was attracted to. It didnt take him long fo grasp the proportions and scale the building down, to fit his page. He 
enjoyed the surfaces, the shades, the different materials, and tried to make his depictions more accurate and 
representative. Then he had started getting along with the guys and their band He was introduced to a more 
challenging way of life. A move his parents never really approved of, as said before, but had to tolerate, because 
he was not underage any more, and these guys had seemed to include him in their team, socialize him somehow.. 


He had never been the most social kid in the world, before those hairy guys. 


" | don't lke this Alexi boy, though Be cautious of him. Rumors say that he ran off two years ago, got involved 
with drugs and low-lives and they locked him at a mental institution.. | dont see why you should hang out with him 
in particular..", his mother had warned him, back then, when he had first joined the band, only to make him more 
interested in the guy. How dangerous could a tiny, guy with girly looks be, affer all? 


True, Alexi had a wild streak - that's how he had gained the nick name Wildchild - he had crazy ideas and 
obsessions, he was quick-tempered and loud, but once he got him into really talking, he was proved to be the most 
shy, humble, sweet and introverted person he had ever met! 


Hs looks were the opposite of his true nature. He looked extreme and aggressive, but inside he was low-profile, a 
giving friend, modest to the core, gentle, meticulous with his work, always willing to show and instruct, as far as 
music was concerned, because he wanted the best for everyone - and he would work hard to bring this out of 


himself and his friends! But so damn insecure, silently seeking for approval and reassurance in every step he would 


fake, in every idea he would come up with Janne himself offen felt insecure, so acknowledging the signs of stress 
Alexi would try to suppress was quite easy for him and he would support him in time. He had always wondered 
where such insecurity had stemmed from, because he honestly could not justify it, but Alexi was never good at 
this kind of explaining Janne relied upon time, to find out the secrets their Wildchild hid so tightly. 


And that's how he had ended up there, by the lake shore, having accepted his best friends invitation for a weekend 
at the cabin, where they could practice, chat and perhaps help Janne vent the oppressed feelings he harbored. Or, 
maybe not - it was not supposed to be a confession day and Alexi was not, in the least, a psychologist! Just 


hanging out with him was the cure for his stress. Janne liked to watch him do stupid, carefree stuff and relax with 
him. 


"Come on, you lazy fuck! Hil get into the water! Come and join mel", Alexi had shouted, exuberant, and removed all 
his clothes, but for his loose boxer pants, in order fo rush into the lake, with a loud scream. Alexi wore silly boxer 
pants, with childish cartoons and colors - so contrary to his extreme metal outfit. "OOocooohhh! Fuck! This is cold!!" 


Well, of course that would be cold - it was only the beginnings of March! Was he stupid - or drunk already!? 
However he was daring - he ought to give him that 


" Your dick will shrink to the size of a raisin! | dont want that to happen to mine! | dort torture myself’, he had 
announced humorously, while he continued sketching the surroundings, the lake, the mountains, the trees.. Seeing 
Alexi almost naked in the cold water made him shiver so he tucked his coat tighter, pulling the zp further up to his 


neck. 


Alexi had been splashing for a few minutes, screaming and shouting, stretching his arms fo swim, playing the 
mermaid, before he finally came out running in Janne’s direction, dripping chilly water. Hs cheeks and nose were red 
from the cold - he would freeze to death if he remained naked and wet in the low temperatures of a March 
evening, Janne looked around in search of something to cover him with, but the only thing suitable he could find was 
the rug they had lain on the ground to sit upon With a jolt, he tossed it around the narrow shoulders and rubbed 


his back with his palms to warm him up, because now Alexi was shivering and his teeth were chattering. 


" Fool. You will get frostbitten!", Janne continued patting and rubbing him tentatively, as he helped dry his body. 
Alexis hair looked beautiful, plastered wet on his alabaster torso, darker than usual and long. He avoided looking 
drectly at his face; it upset him. Alexi locked his eyes on Janne pryingly, as Janne dabbed the water in a parent- 
lke fashion, a faint smirk forming on his full lps. 


"Can you light me a cigarette? | am stil dripping wet..", he asked almost innocently, 


" Uh.. Surel", Janne obeyed and took a cigarette from Alexis packet, put it in his mouth with trembling hands and It 
it for him. 


He exhaled awkwardly, making sure it was lit properly, then he placed it between Alexis Ips carefully not fo drop it 
and bum them both Alexi grasped it eagerly - his lps brushed Jane's fingers, and they felt soft and needy and 
full God, Janne thought he might sooner or later need to sink himself in the cold water, to come round. The 


sensation was definitely hot! Alexi kept staring at him like a predator animal, locking eyes with its prey before the 
attack He was mesmerizing - his eyes were cold blue, his stare intense. He didn't attack him though He wrapped 
the rug around his waist and removed his soaked boxers without flinching, a bit provocatively. Janne sat down on a 
flattened rock, removing his stare to another direction and left him to take care of his nakedness alone, without 
interfering further. After all, it was a bit weird.. He battled within himself, to remain calm and ..normal. He picked 
up his sketchbook and pencil again, and started drawing nonchalantly, without paying much attention to Alexi - who, 


in the meantime had put on his hoodie and trousers, without any underwear.. 


Alexi came near him and sat by his side, gazing at the lake, smoking his cigarette, exhaling the smoke away from 


Jamne's face. 

" What are you doodling all the time?" 

" The trees.. The lake..", Janne replied without looking at him. 

" Trees? Dude..", he said as if the subject was the most mundane in the world " Can | see?" 

" No, its not ready!" 

" Not ready? Man, come on, its just trees.. How ready do they need to be?" 

"Its not ready.’, Janne insisted, his face blushing now. 

"Oh, come on Janne boy!", Alexi teased him and grabbed the sketchbook from his hands, startling him. 


Janne gasped but it was too late. Alexi was already scanning through the pages with interest now in his eyes. Ok, 
the first pages were covered with buildings and streets and complicated constructions and Stil Life. The last page 
was a sketch of Alexi - a naked waist-up portait of him, his long hair well below his shoulders, blonde and flowing 
around, like an angel's mane, and a mischievous smile on his face, lke the one he got when a guitar solo would give 
him lusty satisfaction. It was rather precise, in fact. Janne had sketched angel's wings on his back - an interesting 
addition Alexi stared at the drawing speechless, with a blank, untathomable expression on his face. His smirk had 
waned the moment he saw the picture. Janne wished that he could just disappear! He felt so ashamed - Alexi 
would think that he was some gay pervert, peeking at his buddy and getting horny with his naked body.. Damn. He 
closed his eyes and stretched his hand, pleading for his sketchbook back. Alexi returned it quietly fo him. He didn't 
bash him, though, as Janne had expected, but kept this ambiguous expression on his beautiful face - something 
between admiration, shock, shame and fulfillment? They remained silent for a few moments, sitting next fo each 
other, gazing at the lake. The sun had started to drop, painting the sky pink and orange, setting the scenery aflame. 


" You made my hair lighter." 
" Huh?" 


" The sketch You made my hair lighter than it naturally is." 


" Oh.. It was hasty.. Didnt notice." 
" Should I bleach it? Make it blonder?", Alexi asked - and he didnt seem to be joking 
That was a weird question.. What sort of reply could he possibly give, without sounding foo gay? 


" You are pale. | think all colors would suit you. Blonde, too.', Janne said elusively and Alexi smiled without a further 


word. It was so obvious that his brain was working on something, but Janne didnt dare imagine, let alone ask! 


Janne liked blonde hair. 


"What a wicked game you play, to make me feel this way 
What a wicked thing to do, to let me dream of you." 


Alexi had felt flattered and intrigued. Janne had made a very cool drawing of him. HM! He wondered what he had 
done to earn such an honor? Could he possibly be that inspiring? Did Janne admire him? The sheer thought made 
him laugh and feel pity for his lanky keyboardist. Janne was naive, if not dim-witted to think so! Apparently he was 
not well informed of the shitload he, Alexi, was.. And if he found out, he would be disappointed and go. He didnt 
want to let Janne go. Despite his naivety he liked him, and definitely needed him. He wouldn't risk losing him. He 
should become something more inspiring to justify this admiration. 


He had liked the sketch - depicted as a fallen angel He kept smiling smugly to himself, whenever he brought up the 
image in his mind Maybe he should try dying his hair blonde? Janne had sounded vaguely positive. 


Janne had lit a fire in the fireplace at the cabin to warm them up, and together they cooked something plain, 
spaghetti with butter and cheese. They sat on the couch staring at the fire, eating the spaghetti, drinking a beer 
each Janne had been eerily shy and taciturn. Could he possibly be annoyed with his indiscreet manners earlier? 
Grabbing something that was not meant for his eyes? That would probably be the case. Janne had got annoyed, no, 
worse, angry at him, because he had disappointed him already! 


" Look. Sorry for looking at your sketch.. | shouldn't have grabbed it from your hands like a barbarian..", Alexi broke 


the silence and took a sp of his beer, out of nervousness. 
"Huh?" Janne jolted out of his train of thoughts. " Its OK, Allu.." 


"l was a jerk, | shouldnt have done it. Now you are pissed with me.. | am sorry, OK?", and Janne smiled gently at 
him. 


" Forget about it. No worries..Sketching you. | do it with people, all the tme.. | have done the same, with all of you. | 
am just not that good at sketching. That's all.", Janne improvised an excuse, to hide the real reason which should 
sound more like " | fantasize about you all the time and like to draw you, because you are the most alluring 
creature | have ever seen and | get off simply by gazing at the puffiness beneath your pink lower lp, when you 
gasp for air, jerking off on your guitar!" 


Alexi would have definitely wished for the real reason and Jane's excuse let him down a bit. But it was cool they 
were friends, and ‘discriminating’ him from the rest of the guys would be a bit ..sudden and unnerving. Besides, he 
didn't believe Janne had any interest in him - he thought Janne to be into girls, as he had seen him make out, 
despite his gawky looks and clumsy manners. Now that he had grown his hair longer, more girls had seemed to 
notice him, a fact that Janne had found appealing, especially when they got drunk, after some show. Alexi liked to 
watch him flirt with girls, casting him lopsided glances for confirmation or support. Alexi was always ready to wink 
at him approvingly, to give him a thumbs-up for encouragement, despite his deeper desire to be in the place of 
those girls But this was his hidden desire, and he wouldn't feel OK to share his secret with Janne. Yet He never 
uttered a word, and he would be the first fo escape an escalating odd situation, for fear of becoming exposed and 


losing him - even though there were moments, lke the one by the lake, when Janne's brown eyes meant 
differently! Then his mind clouded, and he would go for his cigarette and a beer, to blank out his thoughts. 

" Another beer, Allu?", Janne remarked 

" Yeah. | feel like playing some music. Are you in?’, he proposed OF course he was. 

Amps and instruments all set up, Alexi was already sweetly tipsy and in a darker mood. He started playing "Never 
let me down again'by Depeche Mode, attempting fo sing clear vocals, to Jane's surprise, moving his hips sensually 
fo the rhythm, in front of his astounded keyboardist who simply accompanied his wild musical whim and once-in-a- 
lifetime performance.. 

l'm taking a ride with my best friend.. 

| hope he never lets me down again.. 


He knows where he's taking me.. 


Taking me where | want to be.. x2 


Kissing Alexi, kissing the shadows 
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a Te om SON eee Nee ORME em Oe Chapter 6(b6): 
Kissing Alexi, kissing the shadows*. 
Janne woke up dizzy, only to find a small creature snuggled by his side. 


What the hell-? His head was buzzing unbearably. He would throw up. The bus rushed wobbling down the highway, 
stirring his guts and their content in pure synchronization He needed to throw up - and before he had clambered 
over the unconscious body next to him, out of his bunk, he had already spewed his intestines onto the narrow 
corridor floor. That was messy. Jaska's sleepy face emerged behind the curtain of an upper bunk 


" Dude, you ok?" 


No, he was not ok. Hs vomit was spilt all over the floor, emanating a penetrating stench, only to make hm feel 


more nauseated - and that creature lay still in his bunk, god knows why!? 

What had he done? 

Jaska's face had already disappeared behind the curtan of his bunk, leaving Janne alone, to face his shit 
What am | supposed to do? 


He picked a long piece of the kitchen roll and knelt down to soak up his mess. The stench would surely wake 
everybody up, he bet in disgust. 


Alexi was sleeping peacefully in HS bunk - smudged eyeliner from yesterday around his eyes, lps half open 
revealing just a slit of his rosy mouth and rabbit front-teeth, oblivious to the stench and the mess Janne had 
caused He stared at him for a long moment, absorbing his tranquil beauty, shameful and panicked at what might 
have taken place the previous night after the show, but tenderly at the same time. He needed water - and hurried 
fo the bus lavatory, to wash his face and mouth, take a leak and a peek at his pathetic condition Yeah, he looked 
Ike shit. No way anyone could possibly get off on his looks! 


Upon his return, he had fo deal with Alexis body in his bunk. Should he wake him up? Shove him onto the opposite 
bed? It wouldnt take much effort to toss him - he was really Ight and manageable! Was there anyone else lying 
there, though? Should he, himself resort to that instead, leaving him to his peaceful, precious rest? However, THS 
was HS bunk, affer alll Hs head would burst and his heart must have been pounding really loud, for Alexi opened 
one eye and smiled sweetly fo him, inviting him in. Goosebumbs. No one witnessed Everyone apart from the driver 
(obviously), was fast asleep - and probably drunk senseless. The stench hadnt woken anyone up. Decisively, he 
dived into his bunk, pulling the curtains tightly closed, so that no one could peep through 


And landed in the open arms of Alexi, who cuddled him, wrapping an arm around his waist, breathing in the air 
through his now-long-below-the-shoulders hair. He felt awkward - and stiff He felt Alexis warmth on his back, the 
petite body spooning his own so that both would fit on the narrow bed, lying on their sides. Such a fuck-like 


position.. 
Did we fuck? Oh god. He shivered What have | done? 


" Relax - nothing wrong. Still ntact..", Alexi whispered in his ear reassuringly, sensing his nervousness even in his 
slumber. Little comfort did his words provide him with. Nothing YET, he wanted to add - because he could see it 


coming.. " Just a little kiss. On the scene.. During our solo.." 


Yes, he had some faint recollection of that - he was not totally out. Everyone saw it! God.. But it was funny, 
right? It was just a prank, to shock them all - although he had sort of enjoyed if. The prank, or the kiss? Or both? 
it was just a fleeting brush of the lps and some sweat exchange, but it had quite an impact on him! What did Alexi 
think? 


Sure, he had been challenging him all the time with his damn guitar and his provocative movements; the way he 
moved his small hips while marching away, towards the crowd, the way he opened his legs, to steady his V-shaped 
guitar on his thigh, the way he tossed his siky -blonde hair to one side.. The way he had leaned against hm for the 
solo, his pulse visible on his bare, alabaster neck.. He craved to reach for this pulse, to suck the life out with his 
quivering lps and gnawing teeth Alexi had managed to rouse him beyond salvation, and he had seemed to enjoy 


Teasing him. 


Janne had pre-cum stains on his trousers, by the time he had reached backstage - and that was because of damn, 
hot Alexi! He had leaked uncontrollably every time Alexi had approached his spot, and had strived not to mess up 
his parts (and pants, so that everybody would see how horny he was)! He had desperately pulled his T-shirt lower, 


fo hide the embarrassing evidence. 

But Alexi was more introvert than his outgoing mamers proclaimed He could speak about anything, laugh and party, 
and challenge and still hide his emotions. Janne could not fathom his thoughts.. And he drank so damn much, that 
after some booze, everything - and nothing - was justified Alexi thrilled him and scared him at the same time. 


Did he thrill him? 


"And then another one, to thank you for the show, after we crashed in your bunk - for safeguarding one another, 
that is. You know, we were Totally wasted. We promised to take care of each other, not fo drown in our own 
vomit..', Alexi continued whispering in his ear sensually." Your hair smelled so fine and.. It just- you know.. 


Happened.. We were drunk." 
" What happened?" 
" You know.. The kiss.." 


" Who saw us?" 


n" 


"/ suppose everybody noticed-", and Janne's eyes opened wide in a panicked grimace. " -on stage. But, no, no one 
saw us here.. You can relax.. And forget about it. Nothing happened affer all, you know.. Drunk people do stupid 
things..', he went on and closed his eyes, giving an end fo the conversation, leaving Janne alone with his thoughts 


and worries, and fears and remorse. 


Drunk people tend fo do stupid things, correct, but they also fend to be more honest in their stupor, unable to 
filter their actions and reactions.. His stained trousers spoke the truth for him! How could he forget? 


Alexi tried to conceal his feelings What he felt was the definition of contradiction On one hand, he was enthusiastic 
and happy - and feeling happy was really rare and precious for a person like him, gravitating towards melancholy 
and self-destructive depression. Well, there he was, feeling excited about everything - about the booze, about the 
live show, the exchange of energy with the crowd, about his sexy V-shaped guitars that had done right by him 
that night - about Janne in his arms.. He melted with the last one - Janne in his arms.. Finally, he had gotten him! 
Some years, and he was at last rewarded with a reciprocal kiss. He wanted to tongue kiss him all over, right there, 
in the narrow bunk and savor his curvy, juicy lips without any second thoughts. Janne had driven him crazy that 
night with their improvisations and his delicate face. Naughty boy.. 


However, Janne's hesitation and embarrassment littered his exuberance with doubt and remorse. He acted weird, 
kind of confused and maybe regretful.. Apparently he didnt share Alexis enthusiasm, which disappointed him 
because, all he needed right now, affer such a daring step, was some approval and mutuality, from hs partner. 

Yet, he was not surprised, most people tend to feel sorry about not acting according to their standards, and regret 
stuff that exposes them. He should expect it. He had been prepared for his rejection He felt therefore obliged, 
though disappointed, to comfort him, to assure him that he had not gone irreversibly too far, which seemed to 
Torture him. Was it his first time that he had indulged in such ..acts? 


Why should he, Alexi, feel exhilarated, after all? He wished he were more lke the keyboardist; hesitant, worried, 
frustrated. Why should he be the one who actually enjoyed their hug? For fuck's sake, this had also been his first 
time making out with a guy, the first time he had ever attempted any physical contact beyond meaningful stares 
and fantasies. Not with just any guy though - this damn, dumb boy rocked his entire system in a way totally 
foreign to him, whenever he played his keyboard along with his guitar. This was not how he ever felt about anyone 


else - he had never felt this weird attraction before, for anyone - he had always been into girls, and his sex 
record was not negligible at all, for his age.. Meaning.. He had fucked, for sure, he would fuck, hell yeah, he had 
already a failed marriage with Kim - and he was pretty fuckable, despite his height, stress, his anger and low self- 
esteem about everything.. 


Now he wanted to slap himself reproachfully, for acting so openly different. ‘Gay’, the mere word scared him. 
Willing fo surrender to Jannes whims, if he ever asked for anything! Like he had planned on going for this guy.. He 
was his best friend, and now he was infatuated with him - always had been - and would never want fo risk 
anything they had built together over the years, he couldnt stand losing him because of his unmanageable feelings, 
but judging by his reaction, he couldnt vouch for it anymore.. He should control himself: He should be ashamed - 
yet still couldnt impose the idea on his fucked up brain - which only made him even more ashamed Metal isn’t for 


gays - sex drugs and rock-n-roll is for real men. 


Was he a real man? Small and skinny like a pale pink lizard, tossed around by his friends lke a doll, needing hugs and 
kisses from stouter Janne-boy? He hated himself for the attraction towards Janne, but couldnt withhold it 
Perhaps he should mask and transform it and pretend that it is just a joke, indulge in the prank scenario, to shock 
people. Maybe he could persuade himself in the end At least this way he could hold him close, hug him and even 


kiss him, to quench the overwhelming drive. 


But Janne had responded, despite his drunkenness, hadn't he? He had kissed him back, hadnt he, even if the booze 
was in control at that moment. It might indicate something.. It was not like his mind had played tricks on him, made 
up stories that he need believe, right? 


Tears welled in his eyes and suddenly he felt suffocated. Janne’s body felt rigid close fo his own, as if put there 
against his own will. Forced He couldnt bear the thought. He suddenly realized that he was the intruder in the 
keyboardist's bed, and his presence made him feel strange. He had to beat a hasty retreat. 


Unsteadlly, he detached himself from the silent, rigid Janne and fumbled his way to the toilet. Janne stirred behind 
him, but did not make any attempt to stop him, which only fueled his disappointment. He locked the door behind 
him and collapsed onto the tiled floor, where he could cry himself blind, privately. Then nausea kicked in and found 
himself clutching the toilet by the rim, spilling his guts out between mournful sobs. 


A light knock on the door brought him round Shit At least he had his boxer pants on 
" Alexi, are you alright?", Jane's worried voice came through from behind the door and soothed his soul 


" Yeah. Yeah.. | am Ok now.. Coming out soon.” 


Next night, all asleep, silence in the tour bus and the two of them lay in the same bunk again Fate - mutual lust, 
or plain curiosity - brought them close again. No concert as an excuse, no partying that night, just awaiting for 


everyone to withdraw behind their curtains and the lights to dm. Night-time kids, go to sleep! Well, not so 


conspicuously... 


A shy invitation from Janne to watch a movie on the laptop before crashing for the night.. Laptop clumsily tucked 
away beneath the lowest bunk, after half an hour of futile watching There was no tme for a movie - the movie 
was being played right there, between them! Janne was the movie - the spectacle, for his eyes; his half-opened 
luscious lps, his dark eyes, a subtle tremble that made him appear vulnerable. Alexi needed fo besiege those Ips, 
outside of his newly acquired "duties" on stage! 


"Its getting chilly..", Alexi had whispered, as an excuse to pull the covers over them - actually, he was sweating 
with heat! 


They ended up cocooning under the covers, in their narrow nest, curtains pulled closed tightly, gazing at each other 
now, vaguely discerning the outlines of their faces in the dm light.. Janne played with a stray blonde lock of Alexis 
hair, coiled it around his slender index finger, then pushed it behind his ear.. Stroked more stray locks, caressed his 
brow, his velvet cheeks, his lashes.. Those fingers probed his music so invasively.. Hs pants felt too tight suddenly - 
but he did not have the nerve to remove them. Not tonight: 

" You are so soft..", Janne observed, running a finger over his mouth, then pushing it between his throbbing lips. " 
Velvet..." 


Alexi could not hold back any more and kissed him fimidly. Janne momentarily stiffened - before he relented at 
last 


With his response, he went on, pressing his tongue between the keyboardists lps - he surrendered and let hm in 
Tongues contorted in exploratory play, tasting, savoring, Tickling.. They were gasping for air, yet unwilling to 


disconnect. 

Alexi moved closer - mouths still obsessed in their languid kiss - and their bodies touched Pure electrification. He 
placed his palm on Jane's bare chest, just to feel his heartbeat; it was racing (for him). Alexi twitched at the 
fouch and let out a low moan, only to be muffled by the keyboardsts palm over his mouth, 


"Oh Janne.. Ive been craving for this moment for so long..", murmured Alexi 


Janne’s face looked desperate as he gaped at him, mouth aghast, for fear someone heard them. Alexi smiled at him 
and shoved his face in the nape of his neck, kissed his tender skin with affection, then relaxed in a sweet embrace. 


"| think | could use some booze now..', Janne broke in awkwardly and Alexi looked him in the eyes - pupils dilated 
with excitement. " Í mean night now.. Booze.. Can you get us something", and pushed Alexi out of bed 


"Hl grab the Jameson.., he was obliged to offer and hurried to the galley, fumbling among the bottles for some 
comtorter. Trophy in his hand, he rushed back eagerly, only to find Janne in tears. Not what he had wished for. 


Janne seemed pretty sad and bewildered Hs frustration was obvious - he had doubts and was fighting his own 
demons again. There was no place for Alexi there, no matter how much he desired to be attached to him. He 
passed him the Jameson silently and decided he should resort to the opposite bunk, which had been initially 
appointed to him. 

"Im sorry’, he whispered. 

" No, dont-', Janne pulled him by the wrist." Could you stay?" 

" Really? Cause | thought." 

" No, no.. Its Ok. Please, stay. | want you to stay.", and Alexi sat by his side relleved 


Janne unscrewed the cap of the bottle, took a long swig and passed it to him, without even looking in his direction 
Alexi couldnt decline the offer, of course. Booze always helped in difficult situations like this 


" That's good.. | saw you crying, you know.." 
" Yeah, its..", Janne mumbled dismissively and fook another sp. " | am not used fo.. you know." 


" Yeah, actually | know.. Lets.. Lets just take it easy.. Dont push things. No big words, you know.. Just.. We don’t 
have fo say anything fo anyone.. Lets play it along.. People will be shocked - and that is cool, you know." 


" Cool? Gay Guys of Bottom making out on stage." 

"Come on - who gives a shit about stuff?" 

" „Your parents, maybe? Your mom, who keeps a record of our shit and all that stuff? Or mine, in this case.." 
" They can't see us right now.. No one can’, Alexi tried to comfort him and kissed him lightly. 

" Are we gay, Alexi? Because | always thought | was straight! And now this.', Janne broke out in despair. 


" Well.. | dont know the appropriate term.. It wouldn't be, | suppose if you.. or me.. were a girl. You know., Alexi 


mumbled his words 
"Oh, shit..', Janne shut his eyes in frustration 


" Look. Whatever the case.. If this might sound.. adequate.. Ive liked you.. Since the first time we met. Sorry Im 
not a girl. Dont know shit about this, but | cannot stop thinking about you.." 


" That's too romantic, even to put into words..", Janne teased him and both smiled at each other, before indulging in 
another long kiss, initiated by Alexi 


"/ suppose | had better go to my bed." - kiss - "and leave you to relax a litte bit." - another kiss - "before 


anyone notices..", last kiss goodnight. 


He jumped into his bunk, drowsy with the fulfilling feeling of mutual love? 


All the guilt that | now feel 
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All the guilt that | now feel 


" | loved you. But you couldn't love me back. Not the way | needed, at least.. Like | knew how it would work out 
anyway.. | was so fucked up.. You know, despite your naivety, | had always trusted you and valued your way of 
thinking. I'd say you are insightful and reasonable. I've always thought you were strong, although you seemed 
more vulnerable. You are a giving man, Janne, without expecting anything in return.. And sometimes | might 
have taken advantage of you.. Might.."; mused Alexi and Janne interrupted him blushing: 


" Oh, stop complimenting me.. | can't listen to you saying nice stuff about mel | have my dark sides.” 


" Of course you do - who doesn't.. But | liked them! | mean everything | said about youl | don't want to flatter 
you. You are brilliant and perfect for me.."; Alexi said and took a sip of his coffee, scanning Janne's reactions 
with an amused stare. " What | am saying is that whatever you do or say has been the result of a conscious 
process of your mind. Not random. And! admire that, you know.. You were more serious than me in your 
decisions, and you made them all by yourself! | kinda always needed somebody's support - or booze, to blind 


me senseless when | was alone. In a way, | needed you more than you needed me, although it was tough for me 


to admit." 


" So you fucked up my heart and my brain, and left me crippled to the soull", blurted Janne in an unexpected 


rush of confessions, and immediately regretted his accusatory tone. 


" Oh, sure.. Everything is always my fault.. Everyone expects me to be perfect and then | disappoint them. | 
hate myself for that.. | am such an awful fool, among other things..", Alexi said bitterly and looked away. 


" Sorry Allu- | didn't mean to sound like | was blaming you.. It is OK now. It just hurt so much to live and 
watch your downfall, without being given permission to intervene, which is hard to overcome.. So | had to pull 
back - quell my feelings, shut up.." 


" And eventually leave..." 


"| had to. | was forced to." 


" Forced? Really?", Alexi was being ironic and smirked." No, it's OK. | get it. l's easier to blame me.. No hard 


feelings. | can understand you. There was nothing | could do about it anyway..." 
" You could have tried to stay alive, at least.” 


" Like it would have changed things.. You know that staying around long was sort of impossible for me.. After 
all these years and | still battle with myselfl Damn, you - Jaska and Henkka too - but mostly YOU know 
everything about me.. You know all my shit and stuff.. My little secrets.” 


" | can assure you that it was not a privilege | was proud to have.. | nearly lost you so many times.. That 
exhausted me.. I've kinda hated hospitals ever since because of you! Waiting patiently at the damn emergency 
ward until a stern doctor would appear to inform me, your ‘legal guardian’, that you had come round, that you 
had made it, that you had fractured your ribs, broken your wrists, your ~fuck, but thank god, you had 
escaped death this time!" 


"| was happy that you took care of me, to be honest.. Even if | had to suffer a little bit!" 


" Fuck off, you asshole! You always made it so difficult to cooperate! You always shunned everyone from your 
own fucked up world! You never accepted things that diverged from the transfixed idea you had in mind! So 
stubborn wer-are you!" 


"Yeah, yeah.. Always stubborn Alexi.. What's next on the list?" 

" The booze and the abuse.. No matter what all the doctors have said.’ 

" Please, Janne.. | have been listening to your preaching for the last ten years.” 
" And have never taken me seriously! You said you trusted me!" 


" | do - | did! I's just.. It is annoying, Jannel! How old are you? How old are we? Are we that fucking aged? Then 
why..?", he gasped, but quickly composed himself." So many goddamn people drink their asses off, and do drugs, 
and party and stuffl And nothing really happens, right? | mean, they get wasted, suffer a hangover, but they 
keep on with their lives and they reach.. | dunno.. Sixty? Seventy? Even more.. It seems that this never applied 
to me, that | was born defected, got so feeble and sick and shit and dying so quickly.. Its not fair..", he 
continued wistfully, then stood up and turned his back on Janne, covering his eyes with both hands. 


Janne waited for him, to take his time. He had gotten his point over. Its not that it had never crossed his 
mind. Suddenly he felt distressed for his beloved one. They remained silent for a few more minutes, before 


Alexi continued: 


" | don't deny my responsibility. H's my fault. All my shit is my fault. But it hurt. | wasn't that old and 


incompetent.. But somehow | had to be the one to be excluded from life. It has always hurt to be me." 


" That's a crappy excuse. You get to live with what's offered to you. These old people are one case - there 
are others who are already dead. Do not compare. You are unique, with your problems, but your privileges as 
well.. You are such a fool, so blind sometimes that | keep wondering! You have always had a huge star above 
your stupid head, everyone went nuts for you - but you never realized what a goddamn radiant person you 


are.. You have always stuck to the negative parts and ignored all the good in you!" 
"I never saw it that way. | have always been a piece of shit all problems and stuff. Almost since | was born" 
" And look where this has led you." 

" Yeah, self-fulfilling prophecy." 

" Would it be that difficult if you cut back? Get help?" 

"| tried." 

"Oh, come on!" 

"| don't know.. Hell.. | am tired of shit.", said Alexi exasperated and sat back opposite Janne. 


" You were not the only one with problems! And definitely not the only one to be wrong - for your 


information..", Janne spoke in a low voice, apologetic, without daring to look at Alexi. 
" Yeah, but | am to take the blame.” 

" | have regretted things.” 

" Please stop - don't take away all my precious memories-" 


" No, don't get me wrong - not these precious memories..', said Janne and stared at his eyes meaningfully. 
Hesitantly, he took Alexi's hand in his, entwining his fingers with his own, pressing him." | don't regret you. Hell, 
it took me ages to come to terms with loving you.. Perhaps | should have accepted it earlier.. | knew that | 
didn't make it any easier for you either..", Janne concluded with a sigh and took a cigarette from Alexi's packet. 
Normally he hated smoking, but this time, it felt right. He put it in his mouth and lit it, under the questioning 


stare of the sick man. 
" So, now you smoke? I'll be damned..", he laughed. 


Alexis genuine smile bore something of his long lost beauty: his benign soul radiated through this smile. It 
didn't go unnoticed. Janne couldn't resist joining his laugh, smoking the cigarette clumsily, in quick gulps, choking 
now and then, if that was what needed to make this smile last longer! He laughed along with him, he would do 
anything to prolong it, even play the clown for him! He was so damn irresistible when he smiled and laughed, 


even in this appalling condition. 


Janne wanted to hold him tight, to keep him safe, away from the Reaper lurking in the shadows. He wanted to 
protect him, so small and fragile, like a child. He had always felt important when he had taken care of Alexi in 
the past, despite the pain he had suffered. He wanted him to stay alive - even if this meant he should be split 
in two or a thousand pieces. He wanted to scream his deep love for him, which only hurt both of them in the 
end. Alexi was right; he had tried to be stronger, over the last few years, and act out of pure, cold logic. 
Maybe he had been a bit tired of it all, as well. But then, he had known who Alexi was - take it or leave it! He 
had tried to keep his distance, by tearing his guitarists life apart, aware that he was breaking his heart 
irreparably, the same way Alexi had done to him before.. 


" | regret turning my back on you.. | didn't think we would grow so apart", Janne admitted, mostly to himself. 


Tears welled in his eyes, and he suddenly burst out crying, loud sobs of remorse. He couldn't stop himself, he 
was not in control any longer. And definitely Alexi was not in control either, as he closed his eyes in despair, 
clasping his thin arms around him in a soothing embrace, stroking his shoulders in a vain attempt to comfort 


him... Or, himself. 


Janne turned towards Alexi and placed a violent kiss on his narrow face, ripped his mouth open with his tongue, 
bit his lips ferociously, as if to eat him! As if, consuming what was left of Alexi would be the only way to 
sustain him, to keep him alive - and close to him. Alexi's lips started bleeding, but this had never been a 


reason to stop or put them off. They had been brothers after alll 


"Did you think of all the blame that you left me with? 
Did you think of all the quit that | now feel? 


| thought that | was as close as someone ever get 


| was so wrong to think that | knew you." x 


LONE All | needs my Love Machine. 
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LOVE. All | need's my Love Machine. 


The door slammed behind Janne, as he kicked it violently. His hands and arms were busy holding Alexis body still, as 
he tried fo gain control over him - one arm tight around his shoulders, the other hand pulling his head by the hair, 


downwards. 


İt was the second day in a row - the second night actually - they were alone at the remote cabin by the lake 
belonging fo Janne's parents. Alexi had asked to stay in, while in the process of rehearsing and perhaps composing 
new songs, and had also asked Janne fo join him, as he regarded his piano contributions - and intrusions - unique 
and fundamental to their music. Alexis simplest request was an order for him, so without further inquiry, he had 
complied And thats how he had ended up spending a few days there, too. 


The couch was converted into a messy second bed, the amplifiers into clothes stands, stacked with t-shirts, 
trousers, pajamas, underwear, socks, mingled together regardless of to whom they belonged Empty beer cans and 
pizza boxes lay on the floor, by the trash bin in the kitchen, waiting for some of the guys to take care of them 
properly. There was a bedroom with a small double bed, and they had tried to use it in turns, out of modesty and 
shyness, before they would curl up together for the night's sleep - or, what would be left of it.. 


The previous night had proved to be some kind of torture for Janne, holding Alexi in his arms, after hours of 
painstaking kissing and caressing, without the needed outlet. Both of them had been eagerly and desperately kissing, 
but when it came to actually taking things a bit further both had hesitated, and no matter how much Janne had 
craved for release, he hadn't pursued it. Neither had Alexi Perhaps one had expected the other to take the 


initiative and the consequent responsibility of the next step. 


Alexi was then restless all the time, fixed on his music not acknowledging the stress of the previous night, which 
made Janne even more hesitant. He had his guitar, hanging from one shoulder across his chest, totally lost in his 
music, silent and oblivious to Janne's presence, in an endless quest to capture with his strings the notes that 
manifested in his mind. He smoked all the time, either his Marlboros or the pure weed he had somehow smuggled in, 
and drank whiskey or beer that enabled him to envision the whole structure of the song under composition He had 
this drowsy, languorous gaze, which both irritated and aroused Janne simultaneously, 


Alexi would set out fo play a riff and Janne would drop in just at the perfect moment with his flashy finger work 
on his keys, only fo provoke him, annoy him perhaps and make him race the notes along with him, in elaborate 
routes that had them tripping. Then Alexi would approach him closely, their bodies slightly touching, and line up 
against him with his guitar, still playing together, unable fo stop. Hs small body was shielded perfectly by Janne's 
larger build. It was sensual and torturing, especially when Alexi moved around half naked from the waist up, and 
tossed his fine hair into Jane's face. Janne found himself horny for the obnoxious litte dude. Such solid melodies, 


and strong harmonies coming out of this tiny frame! 


Teasing and pleasing, and laughing and reeling, chasing and cursing and shouting and flirting, they ended up in a violent 
play for dominance, where stouter and bigger Janne had the advantage. This certainly pissed Alexi of f! He hated to 
admit that he enjoyed Janne's dexterity to follow his shredding solos and to elaborate on his ideas with ease, as if 
they shared a common brain, one single heart, one soul! All that was left to share was their bodies 


And that's how they had ended up physically fighting over nonsense. Alexi was easily triggered to be brutal to him, 
which only brought about Jane's retort and physical prevalence. 


A violent kiss - then Alexi bit Janne harshly. He bled Janne slapped him across the cheek and Alexi taunted him, as 
he staggered backwards, hitting the back of his head on the wooden wall Hs disheveled hair fell over his face. He 
was unable to hide his weird and intense stare towards the keyboardist. A stare that indicated he was getting on his 
nerves - yet his lust grew stronger. Janne licked his bleeding lps observing him, returning his intense stare. Suddenly 
Alexi was hot and with a sensual jolt of his arm, he removed his t-shirt Hs pale skin reflected the light coming in 
from the window, his long blonde strands caressed his pink nipples. Beautiful abs carved in alabaster, bathed in the 
flaming western colors of the setting sun. He looked utterly seductive, an angel from hell. Janne just went at him, 


grasped him by the neck, while he twitched fo escape, and banged his head against the wall forcefully to still him. 


" You dont get fo go anywhere! On your knees, you fuck!" - he shouted at him and pressed him down violently. 


Alexi smirked under his grunts, only to excite him further. Obviously he was enjoying it. All Janne wanted was to 
fuck him, violate his delicate masculinity and crush him beneath him, hard and deep to the point he would beg for 


more-) to stop. 


And that's how they had ended up kicking doors, in a frenzy spree. Janne pinned him to the wall and groped his 
crotch indiscreetly over his pants literally transtixing him. It was the first time they had touched that spot. All 
modesty that had kept them inert the previous day, evaporated, as if it had never existed, giving way fo pure, 


animalistic. lust. 


" So.. You like it, Allu-boy? Got a hard-on, huh?", he hissed in his ear and Alexi sighed deeply. 


"Wanna check for yourself?" 


"My thoughts exactly..", Janne smiled slyly and unbuttoned the smaller man's pants. He let them drop, along with 
his underwear with an abrupt pull. All their sudden rush had subsided, as shyness kicked back in 


Alexi stood stark naked, in front of him, lke a marble statue of a profane adolescent Cupid, complacent yet 
prudent, not daring to look him in the eyes, yet projecting his full erection boldly, straight into his face. Janne took 
a step back and sat down, on the carpet, in order to take in the whole extent of Alexis nakedness. He smiled at 
the sight in satisfaction; despite the extended tattoos, the bracelets and chains that attributed to Alexis wilder 
look, the guitarists body emanated frailty, purity and innocence. Yes, innocence - it was innocence that urged his 
primal desire. It turned him on He had already felt uncomfortably tight in his own pants, feeling his own erection 


ready to explode at any moment. 


" Well. Approve", Alexi asked anxiously and closed his blue eyes shyly - his heartbeat was almost visible on his 
bare chest and belly, making him tremble slightly, causing Janne fo shiver. He was so beautiful and vulnerable. He 


was hot. Janne felt hot - and removed his shirt decisively, baring his slender chest to Alexis sight. He thought he 
should no longer prolong the awkward moment. He ought to capture the peak of Alexis majesty before its downfall 
- with his mouth 


Janne grabbed Alexis erection with his lps, surprising the latter to the point that he gasped and gawked, almost in 
pain Pretty sure he hadn't expected Jame’s particular approach 


İt was the first time Janne had offered this kind of service to anyone. He thought it night to give it to Alexi - he 
somehow deserved it, and his riffs earler that night had earned it for him. The initial clumsiness, to accomodate 
the untamiliar size and quality of the bulk in his mouth, gave way fo an eagerness for more. He needed to suck the 
throbbing bulge, savor the tender texture and indulge in its juices.. Hypnotized he swayed back and forth, fastening 
his mouth-grp around Alexis rigid dick, steadying him by cupping his small buttocks, and using his nails. Then he 
fiddled playfully with his tongue over the head of Alexis shaft, and sent him moaning with pleasure down to the 


floor. As a man himself, Janne sensed what Alexi would need in such a phase, and offered it abundantly, 


"L. | think Hl come..", Alexi managed to articulate his words between his gasps. 


" Then cum!" 


" h your mouth-", and took Janne’s head in his hands violently, pressing him appropriately for him to empty his 
load down the other's throat, in a few thrusts. Then he released his grp, totally worn-out and Janne drew back, 
swallowing everything with a meaningful glare but with a smug smile. 


" Was it worth it?" 


"Oh, Lord, yeah.. Fucking yeah.. Man, you blew me.. so.. fucking intense..." 


"You came in my mouth..." 


" And, Oh... Forgive me.. It felt so great.. Oh.." 


"Now tur around, ‘cause | am horny as fuck and can't wait..", Janne commanded and removed his pants and 


underwear swiftly, before it was too late. He was leaking already! 


Alexi was still in a daze after releasing himself into Janne's mouth and didn't quite grasp his partner's intentions. It 
came to him in a flash, only when Janne slid his slender body between his legs, spread them apart, spat on his 
fingers to trace his anatomy with his index finger, find his entrance and touch it for the penetration 


" Youre gonna fuck me?", his lps quirked, feeling a second finger fumbling with his body, down there. 


"Mmmm..." 


"Oh, so you're gonna fuck me.. For real?!" 


"F you allow me...?" 


It took Alexi a few seconds to think - but then he wanted fo please his mate, lke he had done for him just 


minutes before. 


" Oh.. What the fuck.. All yours.. Take me!", he said and helped Janne bring his body into a more comfortable 


position "ve not done this before, you know." 


"Me neither..." 


"/ suppose you know what you are doing..?" 


" We'll find out..", and Janne kissed his lps eagerly, in order to make him relax. He could fell that the smaller man 
was uneasy, yet willing fo participate. 


He didn't know what he should be doing apparently, being a novice himself fo this kind of sexual activity, but he 
wanted so desperately fo make Alexi his own, that didnt mind trying anything. Groping his way, he thrust his shaft 
dry into Alexis orifice. Alexi groaned in searing pain The same pain mesmerized him for a split second, as if a nerve 


twitched and paralyzed his body momentarily. 


Having dealt only with girls up until now, Janne tried fo apply his knowledge and technique on Alexi, thrusting in and 
out hesitantly in the beginning, at a low pace, hoping that he liked it. It was far tighter and he hurt more (he 
proudly felt huge), but he supposed this was kind of expected, and the pain would subside once the body had 
adjusted. He bit his Ips as if fo mitigate the pain in his cock, until his lps bled again 


"Damn, man, you are so tight..." 


"L. Janne.. | think lm gonna pass out" 


" Then Hl fuck you harder so you stay with mel’, spat Janne and sped up his pace, digging deeper. 


Humid warmth engulfed him all of a sudden, as he did so, pooling slowly between his thighs, which in a way 


reassured him that he was heading night - night? He knew this humid sensation - when girls were about to come - 


and thus helped him slide in and out easier. He didn’t want to think much about the origin of this welcome natural 
lubricant - it was enough that it worked for the moment! The pain had somehow mitigated, and all that was left 
was the throbbing sensation of his forthcoming climax. 


‘Please, hit me in the face.. Hard! Smack me - Im gonna pass out..", gasped Alexi and Janne was roused even 


more, fo obey his partner's request. 


" You want me harder on you? You are dirty.. There you gol", and punched Alexi's nose, while fucking him harder. It 
burst into a bloody explosion - red drops sprayed all over Janne’s face, as the red current started dripping down 
Alexis nose, lps and neck, staining his pale skin with a river of red Janne found him sexy and irresistible and kissed 
him hungrily, licking the blood with his tongue. The taste drove him ecstatic. He dug his way deeper, to the dripping 
warmth of Alexis body, before he closed his eyes. He came hard into him, screaming with pleasure and lust for 


some seconds, like an animal 


Alexi was silent and motionless like a corpse in his arms - he had actually passed out. It seemed as though he had 
killed him with that bloody punch. Worried, he pulled away carefully from his partner's cumbersome body, only to 
see the bloodbath around his loins, dripping out from Alexis hole. So, the tubricant warmth’ had actually been blood 
- which suggested that Alexi must have been in extreme pain throughout the process, before he had finally passed 
out. And he had in fact maimed him to the point of succumbing! The blood continued to flow out of the smaller 
man, staining the corner of the carpet and some bare, timber floorboards red, where they had lain - let alone 
Jane's front area. This bleeding was far from sexy - it felt dark and somehow ominous. Janne was now in a panic. 


He started patting Alexis cheeks, so as to bring him round, calling out his name. 


When Alexi finally opened his eyes, Janne hugged his body and shook his bloody face with tears in his eyes 


"Oh, thank god, you're alive... | thought Id killed you!" 


"It was pretty close..', said Alexi breathlessly and stirred in pain as he looked around him. Hs face contorted with 
anguish, 


" Dont look!", Janne stopped him, frightened and instinctively placed his palms over his partner's blue eyes. 


Blood was everywhere - on his nose, on his lps, on his chin, down his throat fo the dimple of his collarbone, on the 
floor, running out of his body, smeared all over Janne’s belly and thighs and.. Well. 


"l this my blood?" he asked, when he finally pulled Jane's hands away. He touched his nose - his palm came out 
bloody - then down, between his buttocks - bloody too. 


" That was.. Didnt mean to be.. Sloppy..', Janne mumbled ashamed. 


"Tt isn't stopping.. | feel dizzy..." 


" What do we do?" 


" Dunno.. Make it stop before | bleed to death?" 


"HI call an ambulance-" 


" No, are you a tucking retard? And say what??" 


" That you tripped on something.” That you had an accident?" 


" Janne, this doesn't look like a fucking accident! ..Unless rape is regarded as an accident..." 


" Rape" 


" Forget about it! Not rape.. You know.." 


" Then what can | do? What do they do in such a case?" 


" How am | supposed to fucking know! Shove your dick up my ass and plug me, fo stop the bleeding??! | dunno, 
dude!" 


"HI google it!’, Janne said and set about searching on his laptop. Then paused, and leered at Alexi He looked sexy in 
his vulnerability. One is never enough." Though | would opt for your proposal, now that | come to think of it.. Now 
that Ive got you here, bitching naked, bloody and helpless like this.. With some natural lubricant!’, and launched 
himself towards the startled Alexi, who was taken aback by his radical change of moods 


He had already been hard and horny for the guitarist. And soon enough, Alexi was horny for him. 


And thats how they had spent the whole night, until Alexi could not stand the pain anymore and Janne had 


quenched his suppressed passion for him, in him, one more time. 


Nnthe 


" You are not supposed to move for a couple of days or so..", said Janne casually, putting a slice of toast bread, 
spread with peanut-butter into his mouth It was still very early in the morning, the sun hadnt risen yet and 
apparently they hadnt gotten any sleep so far." This guy says here that you might need to le in bed for the first 
day.. To heal.. Oh.. Lets hope you dont need stitches." 


"Oh, please.. Shut the fuck up", grunted Alexi, still in pain and lit a cigarette. 'Stitches..?" - that freaked him out, 
having a cold-hearted doctor suturing his ass. " What kind of site says shit like this!?" 


" s a gay guy's page." 


" No tuck - shit! Stop!" 


" No lifting heavy loads, no exercise..." 
g heavy 


" Janne, please! Do you have fo read this bullshit?" 


" What else can we do?" 


" Dunno.. Just. Don't fucking make it more ...humiliating!" 


" Humilating? So you think it is humilating?" 


" Thats not what | meant-" 


" Well, that's exactly what you said.. Meaning that apparently you have already regretted it.. Which means that | 
am actually the one who should be ashamed for opening up to you, for pleasing you and taking pleasure from you 


believing that you, at least consented, when in fact all | did was rp you up lke a beast, torment you, hurt you.. 
Rape you, lke you said.." 


" Shut the fuck up, Janne!" 


" Shut up, huh?! You want me to stop? Goddamn, Allu, | try to be cool with all ..this.. All the blood and stuff.. 
Mop the blood from everywhere, rub the damned carpet clean so that the place doesnt look Ike a fucking crime 
scene.. Wash my body, wash your body of the blood, trying not to hurt you this tme.. When all | want to do is 
hide from you, disappear from your tucking, stabbing eyes, because all Ive done is let you down and damage you..", 
Janne burst out in one breath, leaving Alexi speechless with his openness." Like | didn’t hurt, or like | knew what I 
should be doing.. Or, how? | never thought that fucking would be so difficult, such a pain in the ass - Iiterally!’, and 
paused again. He didn't dare look at Alexi, who remained paintully silent. " Ok, I liked it - yes | admit if, it turned me 
on to think of you in that position | was being real.. Then you passed out, and now you might be septic all because 
of me, and my incontrollable lust for fuck..', he went on and Alexis eyes filled up with tears. "Maybe | should get 
you to the hospital after all, no matter what you say, so that at least you get proper help and no permanent 
harm is done.. | dont mind telling the doctors everything, if its meant fo be for your own good..', he finished the 
phrase and stooped forward, head supported by both hands, hair cast forward, draping over his blushing face, eyes 
on the floor. 


Alexi felt that he was supposed to say something, however no words came out of his mouth, but for the thick 
smoke of his cigarette. Hs feelings were ambivalent; on one hand, he melted in Janne's sweetness and sincerity, on 
the other one, Janne had freaked the shit out of him, first by his brutal sex, then by the brutality of his 
descriptions.. Rape? Tormenting him? Septic? Permanent damage? Pretty grave consequences for just having sex - 
done to him. Hs eyes were flowing fears and he tried to dab them with his palm, but they would not stop. He 
didn't want Janne fo see him this way - it would make him feel even worse, and he didnt deserve that. After all 


no harm had been done intentionally. They were inexperienced He tried fo breath in, breath out in order fo relax. 


" OK, were done here. Lets take you to the hospital’, Janne broke in decisively. 


n" Janne ' 


" | dont care, Allu. Google is not a doctor, neither am | - and | want you to be able to sit on your ass again soon.. 
Ml fake the blame and all the humilation. HI do the talking, you dont have to be ashamed Doctors can keep 


secrets, | suppose..." 


" Private health records - that what you mean? Hppocrates's oath, you know..." Alexi said in accordance and 
offered him his hand "Help me up, please, to get dressed At least we will be better informed for next time’, and 
winked at him." And, | will do the talking You don't have to show up at all - in case they arrest you for assault!" 


Now, that would be an interesting twist fo the story, though dreadful! 


"Hl be waiting for you in the main lounge of the hospital Call me, in case you need help or something’, Janne 
replied 


" Yeah - like a beer or some smoke!" 


Affer hours of waiting, examination, inspection, explanation and information, they met in the hospital lounge, 
downstairs. Janne helped him towards the parking lot, because he was still drowsy from the examination 


" So, what did the doctor say?", asked Janne worried. 


" Yeah, it was a bit uncomfortable but OK.. HI survive." 


" What did you Tell him?" 


"l said that it was me and my boyfriend and no rape." 


" Boyfriend?! | hope he doesn’t know who you - we - arel, Janne replied horrified. 


" | thought you were willing to do the talking.." 


"/ would have been, but then you dropped the assault scenario.. And you were right... It is.. kind of..', Janne 
mumbled his words, face red with embarrassment and Alexi stopped him. 


" You loathe if, dont you? Just say itl’, and Janne averted his face. Alexi was serious now, disappointed by Janne's 
reaction He would have expected him to be more supportive. He battled the tears in his eyes - and definitely 
wouldn't like Janne to see him in such a fragile state. " Ok, can | have a minute on my own, please?", he asked 


anxiously and Janne looked at him surprised 


" What do you mean?" 


"Can you go - | dont know where, go fetch the car? Go home? | want to stay by myself! Gol, he asked and 
Janne obeyed reluctantly - mostly because Alexis reaction was scarier when he turned dark and abrupt. He walked 
away, glancing back at him once in a while, as if fo check up on him. Obviously he couldn't trust him not to harm 


himself.. 


Alexi lit a cigarette and let his tears fall He felt overwhelmed and sad, sad because of Janne's words. OK, he knew 
he was frustrated, but he had thought they had moved from frustration to collaboration and coordination, at least 
for this incident. Not for Janne, it seemed It had to be him again The easy one, the willing one. The weak, the 
despicable. The fucked one. Alexi tried to compose himself and excuse Jane's embarrassment. After all, he was 


there for him, wasnt he? 


That moment, Jane's car stopped in front of him and Alexi jumped in 


"Im sorry - | shouldnt speak to you Ike that ..." 


" Fs OK, Janne..." 


"/do care about you, you know.." 


" Yeah.. Me foo..." 


They headed towards Alexis flat, in Helsinki, without exchanging further words. Alexi kept smoking one cigarette 
after another. The cabin did not seem to be the appropriate place to crash for that night. 


" Will you stay with me? | dont wanna be alone.. Or are you ashamed that someone will see your", Alexi asked him 


poignantly and Janne could not refuse. 


" Sure! | just don’t have any spare clothes with me at the moment..." 


" You can use mine. Just stay please." 


And that's how they had ended up lying between Alexis black sheets, in his bed, next fo each other, listening to 
some music - Borknagar, the Archaic Course - Janne’s arm around Alexis shoulders, keeping the smaller man sate, 


even if that meant he had pins and needles all the way down his arm. 


Ninthe 


Next time Janne found himself in Alexis bed, naked and horny, he was lying prone over Alexis also naked, slim 
figure. The guitarist had healed properly and the previous episode was far behind. There had been no room for 
brutalities this time, no need for slapping and smashing and the stupid strife for dominance; only the wild need to 
make up for being sloppy - and the urge for proximity, physical touch. Under the influence of a couple of drinks 
before, during some heartfelt chatting, and the sound of Alexis beloved WASP music, they had voluntarily ended up 
in the black-sheeted-bed (this time it was covered in dark blue). For Janne's sake, Alexi hadnt smoked a single 
cigarette the whole day, although he felt he could use one, to keep his fingers occupied The keyboardist preferred 


his natural sweetness, instead of the sourness tobacco leaves, as an aftertaste. He liked Alexis taste. 


Careful not to crush him under his weight, leaning on his elbow, he now savored the lush lps of his lithe partner 
with unquenched passion, plunging his tongue into the other one's mouth, tracing the line of his teeth with the tip of 
his tongue, every hollow, every soft cushion and the mutual struggle of the tender fellow-tongue. Their passion 
increased, setting their bodies on fire. On his belly he could feel the vibrating swelling shape of Alexis erection, 
striving for attention He instinctively grasped hm with his free hand Alexi moaned into his mouth. He was hot and 
fully extended, bluish veins entwining the beautiful hardness of his pale pink skin. Hs own hard-on was unbearable. 


"Are you ready?", he asked Alexi softly. For a moment the blue eyes widened with fear in recollection of the 
previous events. " No, no, no.. Don't be afraid - | will take it easy.. | wont hurt you.. | have done my homework 


this time!", Janne tried to sound reassuring, kissing him on his cheeks, lps and brow. 


" Ok.. Im yours’, surrendered Alexi and opened up his legs hesitantly, fo encircle Jane's slm body, pulling him 
closer to the target. 


Janne ploughed a finger, then another one. He played around for a couple of minutes, gauging Alexis reaction, then 
produced some lubricant from ...somewhere (his homework), squeezed a quantity over himself and in his palm and 
gently rubbed his partner before the penetration He kept staring at him as he pushed in. Alexi closed his eyes as 
he exhaled - he didn’t seem to be in pain, his hard-on was still firm and tight, under Jane's belly. As the lubricant 
eased things for them, and the speed rose, Janne took him in his palm, and jerked him off, along with his thrusts, so 
that both could culminate simultaneously - Janne inside Alexi, Alexi in Janne's grp. 


Seeing Alexi writhe, so vulnerable and delicate, Janne was sure for one thing He loved him, deeply and 


unquestionably. Janne had made Alexi his own, but the small man had conquered his heart and soul 


Something ..wild? 
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Something ..wild? 


"Oh, dude.. That was amazing..", exclaimed Alexi as he pulled away and lay supinely on his bed He stared at the 
ceiling for a long moment, breathing laboriously, sparks like stars adorning his vision. Janne lay prone next fo him, 


head in the pillow, motionless and speechless, after allowing Alexi fo resume control over his body. 


Alexi enjoyed the change - it gave some flavor to the thing going on between them; their guilty, precious secret. 
Their bond seemed to be pretty strong, a close, brotherly friendshp that became too intimate to remain innocent. 
It sustained them, in a period during which no other distraction was allowed ‘Not-allowed' was basically an excuse, a 
paraphrasing for not-fitting, not-welcome;, ‘not-invited, because in fact there could be no space for any 


distraction, as their attention was unintentionally drawn fo one another. 


Janne was his soulmate, who happened to be attractive, available and in-tune with him. But a man They 
communicated ideally, as if they were cut out for each other. Men- cut out for each other. t became obvious 
whenever they shared the scene (the bed), it became obvious whenever they improvised on music (on a blowjob) 
without even uttering a word (just a look was enough for them and the thing worked itself out), it was obvious 
whenever they got wasted, whenever they hang out for a movie (a hug), a beer (a kiss) or some music.. Stil, 
Janne remained a man! They realized how matched their pairing was every time they shared their weird thoughts - 
the ones that separate them from the sane average humans. Becoming intimate was kind of inevitable for them, 
which escalated out of hand unexpectedly, He was in love with Janne’s soul, with Janne's brains, with Janne's 
thoughts - which was pretty new for him - and it was reciprocal Having sex had taken them by surprise and 
embarrassment, but it had been overwhelming, utterly releasing and wholly satisfying And awkward.. Because both 


were men, and no matter how open-minded he regarded himself to be, still it felt strange. 


A scary truth had started to dawn on Alexi: his attraction to Janne would imply a twist in his ‘tastes, which was 
not fully comprehended or assimilated Was it just Janne, or could it be any other man? Why didn't he feel 


anything special for Henkka, who was a looker, or Jaska? Or any other guy that he was acquainted with? F Janne 
were a bit more confident about his feelings without shame or prejudice, he might have been more willing to come 
out, for him, behave like a proper couple; all he would need was just a litte spur from the ‘other side! Yet, Janne's 
hesitance and reserve kept him suspended, nourished his doubts and self-loathing. Maybe he had better not question 
his own sexual orientation and put a label on it. He had always believed he was straight until.. Janne had arrived at 
the fucking place they rehearsed! Sweet lanky Janne.. Had turned into a gorgeous full grown man 


He smiled to himself musingly and took a big slug of whiskey then passed the bottle blindly to Janne - whose hand 
was already dangling in his direction, ready to grab the booze. Dizziness was taking over and he let out an 
enthusiastic laugh No room for self-deprecation right at that moment.. Booze always helped with his taxing 
thoughts. He had better let things flow, and enjoy what was available in his bed, as long as it lasted! 


" So is it that funny?", asked Janne and flopped around to face him. 


" No. | feel happy..? Dare | say that?" 


" Why - for fucking me?" 


" That should be the highlight of if, you know.. How tight you were, god.. Mmmmm.. But stil. It feels good.. For 


me.. h general." 


" | prefer seeing you impaled on my dick - nowhere fo go, you little brat!', said Janne maliciously and took another 


gulp, nearly emptying the contents of the bottle info his mouth 


" Now, that was harsh.. But | get your point...” 


" [always find your point and you feel my point..", Janne played with words. 


"| got your point, didn't IP", asked Alexi a bit baffled now, for the conversation had veered off course, and Jame 
patted his head reassuringly. 


" OF course you did" 


He stared at Janne intensely for some time, absorbing every detail of his body. He wanted to memorize the 
moment, the sensation, everything He liked what he saw. He liked his keyboardist's gentle and occasionally funny 
face. All the small details that made Janne who he was: that hitte tuft on his chn.. Hs chestnut hair, grown longer 
than his own, the way it hung over his lean shoulders and arms.. He liked Jane's lean but masculine neck and his 
collarbone - always a welcome place to nestle his face and catch a whiff of the fruity shampoo.. He liked his 
round nipples, the shadow of sparse hair between them, tailing down, just inches above his navel. He liked his slender 
body, darker than his own (everyone was darker than him), yet neater, without any tattoos or marks of 
unspeakable wounds.. He smelled so nice, clean and perfumed - Hugo Boss - hands delicate with neatly trimmed 
fingernails.. He bore a natural beauty and perfect symmetry, ideal proportions to attract both females and males. 


Scrutinzing him bit-by-bit, Alexi couldnt help wondering what had attracted Janne to him. He represented the 
exact opposite! He was short, he was thin, pale as a ghost, first to get sun burnt by the early summer sunrays, 
apparently not well fed and ugly. Hs body told a different story to Janne’s - his body bore the traces of self- 
inflicted wounds under multiple attempts to conceal or integrate them in dark, elaborate patterns. His soul had been 
hurt by thoughts ranging between darkness and light. He had been hospitalized in a mental ward, during one of his 
dark periods, when he had attempted suicide. Janne had seemed to be standing more on the light side. Partying 
during the tour would come easily for Janne. Ok, he would get drunk as fuck, and throw yp next morning, but 
otherwise he took it easy; he was humorous and funny, and sensible, when he needed to. Alexi needed larger 
quantities of alcohol to get himself in the party mood - and he opted for more extreme reactions. Never able fo 
set boundaries, lke the keyboardist, never declining anyone's request, always polite and giving and doing stupidities to 
make others laugh. He would feel ashamed in the morning, normally, if he had any recollection, and therefore 
remain reserved, but a big swig of Jameson would knock out and muffle his inner voices of regret and shame. So 


opposite fo Janne. 


Yet, there was beautiful and sane Jame, lying - fucked - next to him, with him, having surrendered his perfect 
body to hm. Did he deserve it? lt had felt so good.. So precious and fulfilling 


"l want this to last forever..", he confessed on the spur of the moment, taking Janne aback. He almost regretted 


it 


" Wow.. Big words Allu! Are you OK?" 


" No, why? | mean.. | lke being with you..", and started fiddling with a chestnut lock of his lover's hair. 


" Hey.. You sound so cliché.. Might as well put that bottle aside’, Janne had teased him back, drinking the rest of 
the bottle's content and ruffling Alexis blonde hair. 


Alexi didn’t say anything but remained silent. This had not been the reaction he would have wished for. It would be 
so easy fo jump from biss fo misery - all it would take was such a response and his mind would be fueled for 
good He needed to drink to stop feeling, but the bottle was empty. He stood up and scurried - like a cockroach - 
fo the lounge, naked in front of Jane's observant stare, in order to fetch a new one. Janne whistled at him 


teasingly, only to make him blush and rush. 


" The booze will not hide your embarrassment, you know.. You'd better come back and try to stay sober, because, 
if | remember correctly, your mom and dad are waiting for the five of us for dimer, and | bet they wouldnt like 
you to be babbling foolishly!", he heard him say, and felt a stab to his heart. 


Hs mom kept track of everything their band did Probably she would have seen their partying videos and photos.. 
And live footage of some controversial acts between the two of them on stage.. She would have probably kept 
pictures of these, too. Ok, the rest of the world was told that they were drunk or carried away by their music, 
and they were in a teasing mood, to provoke the homophobes and stuff like that.. Yet his mom was his mom.. She 
could perceive everything as only a mother can. Cold sweat ran down his naked spine and suddenly he felt chilled 


Later on that same night, Alexi ended up on the porch outside his parents’ kitchen for a smoke. He was tipsy, after 
a couple of glasses of red wine, which provided him with adequate shelter for his contradictory feelings. Janne, 


Jaska, Henkka and Roope - the new addition to their band - were in the dining room, drinking some wine after the 
dessert, talking with his father. The dinner had felt awkward to him. Janne was seated between his mother and 
father, as if they had welcomed a new family member - and Alexi wanted to vomit. Then all of the guys were 
laughing together speaking about music and their tour so far.. The forthcoming US part of the tour in October.. Hs 
father kept telling kinky jokes cut-out for a male audience, teasing the younger men at the table.. He wanted to 
vomit again. He felt sorry for Janne - Janne had made him sad, earlier, well perhaps not intentionally but.. He felt 
sorry for his mother - who was the only female present - putting up with so many greedy men Hs mother 
served food in huge quantities. He found it difficult to participate - he felt nauseous. All he did was mess around 
with his food with no appetite at all and drank the red wine, equally abundantly served. Finnish summer felt hot on 
his skin He couldn't help observing them all in their relaxed moods, then focused on Janne’s luscious lips, pinkier with 
some extra wine, all smiles and laughs. He gaped at him mesmerized by his enticing beauty, while the other man 
struggled to avert his eyes, darting meaningful glares while keeping up with the conversation. Alexi had craved for 
that cigarette. 


Hs mother popped up behind him, and caressed the back of his shoulders lovingly, patted his long hair tenderly. He 
was startled and took a deep draw of his cigarette before instinctively stubbing it out on the railing 


"lcan see why you picked him..", she informed him, ignoring his childlike attempt to hide his cigarette. 


"Mom, what?" 


" Janne." 


"Oh, come on.. What is that supposed to mean? Have you just noticed him - he's been around since ...forever!" 


" You know what it means. | just want you to know that as long as he consents, it is OK for me... I lke him! And I 


want you to be happy..." 


"Mom... The fuck-" 


" Manners!-" 


" „What you're saying is.. fucking gross!" he snapped angrily 


" Baby, you don't have to explain.. | just wanted you to know..", she told hm plainly and smiled at him, as he looked 
at her, trembling with anger and embarrassment. Then he gave in to her, got emotional and retreated to her open 


embrace. Hs eyes watered and before he realized it, he was already crying in her arms uncontrollably. 


"Oh, love.. Youre hurting..", she held her frail child tighter, with love, kissing the top of his head 


" Dont know.. | didn’t plan anything.. | am not like this.. | never before.. You know.. And he.. He is not always 


positive about ...us.." 


" Dont press him, honey, he needs his time. Everyone needs their time, even you, don't forget about yourself!" 


"Shit." 


"k that why you married Kim? | knew from the very first moment that it was not right and wouldnt last..." 


"Oh, lets not talk about that.. Km is a good friend.. And we helped each other out.. Shit.. Do Ihave to say this." 


"No, its OK. I's good to know.. Iam your mother. I love you..", and he smirked 


" Yeah.. You. But dad.. Oh.. | am so ashamed.. Im humilating you.." 


"No, Alexi. Dont think of that." 


" He resents.. He will hate me!" 


" Your father loves you and has always worried about you.. You can't change his views on certain things, but thats 
not bad! As long as you are happy with your decisions, | don’t think he will question your welfare.. Besides.. He 
doesn't have to know..", she concluded and kissed his forehead 


" Oh mom..." 


" love you baby..', she cradled hm tenderly. " However, as your mother, | have to remind you fo be careful, both 
physically and emotionally.. Take good care of your health and take precautions. Thats what worries me most 
about you, and not your sex stories. | dont like it that you drink and smoke so much! | know that you dol", she 
admonished him and studied his big blue eyes. He nodded shyly, yet opened his packet of cigarettes, indicating he 


needed to smoke, and upon her condescending nod he lit one. 


Thats when Janne dropped into the kitchen, apparently looking for him. He blushed all over, sensing that he had 
intruded in some private moment, but before he could disappear, both mother and son looked at him. Alexis 
mother smiled warmly and went back into the kitchen, discreetly, to give them some space. 


" Lam going home..", said Janne. 


" Youre leaving?", Alexi asked surprised 


" Yeah... HI walk home - had too much to drink and | need to sober up.." 


" Walk home? Are you nuts? Thats like another city!" 


" Yeah, | need to get some fresh air on my face-" 


" „Oh, right... | thought.. Ok, sure..', said Alexi and Janne gave him a lukewarm goodbye pat on his arm, before 


leaving him alone with his cigarette, on the porch 


No kiss. Damn, what had he expected? To cuddle with Janne in his old bed, next to his parents’ bedroom, for the 
night? He slapped his own face reproachfully, for his indecent thoughts. Was he that desperate? He was disgusting 


Nite 


Janne walked with long strides in the middle of the night, shaking his head now and then in his attempt to drive 
away his deafening thoughts. He placed the palms of his hands over his ears, to hush them, shouting to himself to 
make them stop - and what a weirdo he had made of himself to the random passers-by. 


But he couldn't help it. This dinner had been stressing and distressing in its perfection, and that's what he was 
scared of. Alexi seemed to be surrounded by a warm, approving family - who offered them delicious food! They 
seemed to care about their son, even if Alexi wanted to project the opposite. He wondered, how all the things Alexi 
had confided in him could apply to reality? Was he just insane, making up stories to excuse his drinking and self- 
harming habit? He could have sworn that Alexi had been truthful - and desolate - about his feelings about his life, 
which were reflected in his dark, brutal lyrics.. Was he over-reacting? He had seemed genuinely devastated at 


times. 


Yet, his mother had been so friendly fo him - perhaps friendlier than he had expected and made him feel a bit 
weird As if she knew. Alexi had gawked at him bewitched almost the whole time, in a way that left no doubt fo 
anyone - even drunk Roope would have noticed, not to mention Jaska or Henkka! Then when he saw her loving 
embrace with her son, and him crying - crying in his mom's arms?! - he knew that there was some kind of 
contession taking place, that might have direct reference to him - so he had better flee as soon as possible. Most 
possibly he was the culprit, and parents tend fo disike the ones who hurt their offspring 


Had he hurt Alexi? Had he disappointed him somehow? 


Never would such a scene occur between him and his parents. His mother would not hug him soothingly and help 
him cry his heart out.. Never! Hs parents had always been rather critical of his choices. They never seemed fo be 
satisfied, and hell, he craved for their acknowledgment, especially now, even if it were a silent one! They had 
disapproved of his favoring music over Architecture, his old dream, and they still fussed about it, even after so 


many years; a dream his parents silently had taken pride in 


" You have such a brillant mind and waste it on music bands! Music is not something that will sustain your family 
and children!", he could still hear his father's forsaking voice, when he had announced to them that he would rather 
play the piano in a band (avoiding the term metal band), 


Then, when they had found out that the music band was actually a bunch of long haired freaks, his parents 


forsook him for a second time with harsh words: 


" You were so good at piano, you finished your music studies only to waste yourself on noise, satanic acts and 
freakish grunts? Are you insane? ls my son mentally disabled? Janne, grow up! | feel so disappointed with your 


choices - the older you get, the more immature you become!" 


He had felt so belittled and hurt As a modest, first born child, he clung to his parent's approval and was not the 
rebel boy, like his brother Antti had been. Always the introvert, inclined fo be lonesome and secluded, he had not 


been the most social person, or the most normal boy a parent could wish for. Apparently this hadn't passed 
unnoticed, apparently they had been silently monitoring his development - which unfortunately was for the worse, 
according to them. Their reaction had driven him further away. 


Had his own mother suspected his feelings for their guitarist, whom she already resented, she would disown him. 
Diverging from the normal way and living controversially were not an option for his family. So he would either have 
fo walk the ordinary (Christian) path, or shut the fuck up and never let his truth out. Well, not in front of them at 
least. The latter would fill him with guilt, though, because he valued honesty, and keeping such important aspects of 
life in the shadows, equaled fo lying, for him 


h a way he felt jealous of the precious moment he had accidentally witnessed. Jealous and lonesome. He needed fo 
hide himself in the security of his apartment, alone, taking some time by himself to sort things out, without the 
overwhelming distraction of Alexi Laiho. Why the hell did he love him so much? Why would he go fo hell and back 
fo satisfy any whim of his noxious, whining psychopath? Why should he feel so gay?? Arrggghhll! He groaned, still 
walking - and people might have found him terrifying, even insane, yelling " Not gay!!" He wanted fo smash his head 
against the first concrete wall he came to! And yet he was too afraid fo act out so precariously... 


İt was rather late (or early) when he arrived at his apartment, totally worn out. He hadn't stayed there for some 
days in a row now.. He wondered if there was anything edlble in the fridge. On his way he had bought a couple of 
beers from a kiosk that stayed open late, and now, slouching on his couch he opened the first can and started 
drinking 


Why did he love Alexi Laiho so much? 


Ninthe 


"Do you think the guys know?", Alexi asked while they lay in his bed, listening to Sentenced's "Amok" album. 


" Know what, Allu?", Janne tucked a stray blonde lock behind Alexis ear tenderly, 


"You know.. About.. About us.." 


" There is nothing to know about usl", Janne blurted a bit annoyed 


" What do you mean?" 


" Allu, dont freak me out! This.. We.. Its for us! We cant just go out and say stuff fo anyone! This is crazy, its 
none of their fucking business!" 


"You mean.. Because we are..." and Janne cut him off mid sentence, because he didnt want to hear the word 


Alexi would use. 


" Obviously! This is between you and me and no one else! We cant just fuck up everyone's life for.. for a whim?!" 


"A whim?" 


" Yes Allu. A whim... This is between you and me, and | am really into it and love everything about it.. But you 
can't see into the future, and you definitely can’t put odd labels on me, on you.. On the band. Once out, it could 
have grave consequences | darent think about, on everyone's Iifel’, Janne elaborated, almost appalled by Alexis 


naiveté. 


Alexi wanted to say that he had got divorced because of him, that he could not think about anyone else because 
of him, that he loved him, but preferred not to say a word 


Janne had had a straight perspective on things. He had always been smarter and talked sense fo everyone, when 
sober. Janne was always right. This thing going on between them should not become public, because only trouble 
could it cause. It should remain just between the two of them, a secret He was right, even if his words and 
reaction were hurting hm more now.. Perhaps a drink would make him come to terms with his feelings easier. 
Perhaps playing the prank of the "gay couple versus homophobes" was the only way, to touch him in public and get 
wasted so that he would not feel, would not shy away, would not hurt. 


"So drink to forget, and drown all your sorrow.. ny 


He didn't want to be the gay one of the metal community, and slur the bands name. He had been bullied enough 
for his size, his feminine looks, his hand movements, for his eyeliner and black nails.. He didn’t want to be gay for 
anyone; his father's face popped up in his mind, only fo shock him and fill hm with remorse. He was gay for Janne 
and that was already enough, 


7 "Bury your dreams, choose mind refinery.. "g? 


Later that night, when Janne had been asleep by his side, he sneaked quietly out of bed and nto the bathroom. He 
spent a respectable amount of time just staring at his reflection in the mirror. All he could see was something 
disgusting and humiliating. He clenched his right fist only to smash it against the heartless glass; it shattered loudly 
into hundreds of sharp shards, that landed in the sink below, with a shrill sound, obliterating his image from its 
surtace. His knuckles were scratched and bleeding. He picked up a crooked piece of mirror and studied it. It 
resembled the Reaper's scythe. He smirked. It would do the job.. He traced a lne around the base of his neck with 
it, before inflicting a deeper cut. A thin, red necklace appeared around the white, soft skin of his neck; a gruesome 
smile. He swallowed dryly and took a deep breath; his heart pounded fast. The red line started dripping bloody 
beaded threads downwards, towards the dp between his clavicles, where they pooled He put his fingers in, touched 
his blood and felt a wave of instant relief 


Then the door banged open and Janne's disheveled face appeared Hs hair was untidy flowing over his bare 
shoulders, eyes drowsy from sleep that had been interrupted unexpectedly. 


" Alla?! What the fuck?!" he shouted and rushed in Alexis direction 


The mirror shard he was still clutching, dropped fo the floor, as Alexi looked at him and froze in place. Janne leapt 
towards him and forced hm into his embrace, gripping his wrists with his hands. Hs formerly drowsy eyes were 


now open wide, alert and tearful 


" What have you done.. You fool..", Janne continued in a more tender voice. " Why, Allu..? Why?" 


"Uh.. L. | dunno..." he mumbled mesmerized and started crying, Too. 


" Dont you ever do that again! Never.. You hear me?", shouted Janne and kissed Alexis cheeks. " Dont you ever 


Babysitting a wild child 


Author's Notes: 
Like the whole of this story, this is the product of my imagination, inspired by some artists whom | really 
respect and does not reflect reality. | do not own any of the people referred to and | do not profit by this 


publication. 


er Chapter 10: 
Babysitting a wild child 


They were touring again, last leg of a series of concerts.. Long bus-tnps across the States full of music, whiskey, 
smoke, perhaps some light drugs - he never tried anything, just watched his beloved Wildchild getting high on certain 
occasions - and the loud company of the same guys - his new approving family. He loved each and every one - 
but Alexi, he needed more. He still found it hard to admit it, being really careful when sober, during interviews and 
the like, however when the solos asked for some extra flavor, he pushed his behavior just a tad beyond the limit, 
and satiated his desire with a simple physical touch and a fleeting, provocative kiss 


Then, getting drunk justified everything. Even cuddling for a ‘scary’ night, in the same bunk, when the rest of the 
band were too wasted fo notice anything strange, and Alexi would complain about his nightmares. Janne was eager 


fo receive him and pass out with him, even though it did not happen all the time. 


Alexi drank more every night, after the shows He himself could not always catch up with him - only Roope could 
beat him. There were times he would end up crawling to his bunk alone, empty-handed, witnessing the sounds of his 
little blonde shouting and partying with people to the point of spilling his guts out wherever. 


" He is wasted again, huh?", Henkka would ask him in a condescending way, without even putting a name to who this 
he’ might be.. As if considering their frontman Jane's responsibilty, acknowledging their special connection and how 
Alexis irresponsible behavior could affect Jannes mood 


He could neither answer - nor could he utter a word, no way could he look Henkka in the eye and pour out his 
soul He didnt dare admit to the bassist how much he craved for the warmth of Alexis lithe body next to him.. He 
could open up only to Alexi - but he was wasted again and it hurt him now, because in a way he knew that it was 
his fault, wanting to be private about themselves, waving off Alexis sentimental approach Now, he felt lonely and 
Jealous of Alexis company, whoever this might be. 


Then the accident happened when they were back in Finland for the Christmas holidays - Alexi fell off the top of 
a car right n front of him, being reckless one more time affer a playful and drunken night, clubbing with the guys 

He landed on his wrist and face. It was not like he had never been clumsy and hurt himself before, but this time it 
looked more serious. Everybody stepped back, making way for Janne fo take care of him, as he seemed fo be ina 


pretty grave condition Dropping all pretext, he ran fo his aid, not caring if the guys from the band would notice. 
(As if they hadn't already.) He was really scared for his WildChild. Carefully he lifted him in his arms, trying to 
keep the swelling wrist in place while he got ready to rush him fo the nearest hospital. Then he noticed that his 
face was also injured and bleeding all the way down to his lps 

The doctors had been quite stern when they announced the results of the x-rays: the wrist was broken, and 
therefore put in a cast and he had a couple of stitches along his eyebrow. Hs face was swollen as a result of the 
hard landing, so they suggested keeping him in, for the night, to monitor his behavior, for fear of a concussion. 
Janne offered to stay by his side throughout his time in hospital, despite Alexis sister and mother's request. He 
would be worried fo death, alone at home, waiting for someone to inform him about his condition, without being able 
fo express how he felt. Therefore he opted for the hospital, even if he was asked to wake Alexi up every two 
hours, take care of the paperwork - not to mention deal with his grumpy face, vomiting and bitching about 
everything, on a loop. 

"| want a cigarette.." 

" No, dude, youre not getting that." 

" Some beer then? My head aches and so does my hand." 

"No Alexi no beer." 

" What's wrong with my hand? Am I gonna play again?" 

" Yes, you will - unless you smash it again, if you get so fucked up and stupid again." 

" When are we out?" 

" Soon Relax." 

"| need a cigarette." 

" Perhaps, but no." 


"Are you staying here with me? Who put you here? Mum? Anna?" 


" | put myself, just to answer those silly questions. It would be a pity for your family to have to put up with you 
lke this.." 


"Are you calling me a jerk?" 


" Why don't you relax a little bit?" 


" | cant relax when you keep waking me up all the time and with all this noise in my head." 
" Well, this sounds positive." 

" My wrist hurts." 

" Of course. It should, | mean, considering the condition its in." 

" Will | ever play again?" 

" Again.. Yes. | think yes." 

" Youre not lying fo me, are you? Because this fucking hurts.. I's driving me nutsll!" 
" Once you are sate, you get some painkillers.." 

" Why can't | get them now?" 

" Because you might have a concussion!" 

"lwant fo throw up-" 

" -There you go! You see? That's what | meant-shitil! Nursel!" 

" Janne, | am dying." 

"Fuck of fl" 

"Ht hurts.. It hurts so bad." 

" Give me your other hand and Hl get you cleaned up a little bit- huh?" 

"l want a cigarette.. | have a hangover!!" 


" Stop shouting - you are in a hospital, god damn if, and you have no hangover! Nurse! Please, he threw up on 
himself." 


"Can l get a cigarette?" 
" No Alexi, you cant! You cant damn it! Deal with it! No smoke!!" 


" Easy Mr. Laiho.. Now, how many fingers do you see?"-the nurse intervened, helping him take off his T-shirt 


"I dont see or feel any fingers-" 

" Asshole-", Janne murmured inaudible to the nurse. 

" Look here, at my hands Mr. Laiho. How many do you see", the nurse insisted 
" One..two.. Three.. Ten!" 

" Alexi, please focus or they'll run MRIs. Now, count her fingers!" 

" Two - or four? | cant say.. | cant breathe." 


"Ok, Mr. Laiho, now | think this might be a panic attack. Hil get the doctor. Mr. Laiho, please, open your eyes! Mr. 
Laiho!!" 


Another set of tests for Alexi - and another test on Jane's patience. It was him now, who needed that cigarette. 
Annoyed with himself and worried about Alexi, he paced back and forth, until the WidChild was re-admitted to his 
room, obviously worn out, but at least more serene and drugged The nurse's compassionate smile and pat on his 
arm only made him feel more ashamed. She felt sorry for him - for having to put up with such a nuisance and 


didnt bother to hide it 
" You must be really close to hm.. He acts lke a child! Are you family of his?" 
" Kind of. Yeah." 


Two days later, after Alexi had been discharged from hospital, he was admitted to Jane's intensive care in the 
refuge of his home. Janne thought it correct to keep an eye on him, after the knock and help him out through the 
daily fuss until he got better. Alexi was totally in agreement. Well, they would have sneaked their way together 
anyway, but at least now, they needn't hide; the others could officially know about their temporary living together, 
with a persuasive excuse. Janne had been more than pleased to take care of him. And Alexi relished his help and 
care and all the affection Janne offered him without any hesitation, nor second thought, when they were together. 
They were happy. These were happy days. 


"I did this for you.. While you were away..', Janne had gone up to bed the night Alexi had retumed from a business 
trp, meeting with his musical idols. He was pretty drunk and cheerful, wearing only his boxers, clutching the side of 
his inner thigh 

Alexi looked perplexed at his staggering keyboardist. 


"Are you drunk?", he asked him. 


Then Janne revealed a bluish mark on his upper, inner thigh, slick with some transparent substance, reddish at the 


edges. 
" What is that?", and peered closer. 


İt was a tattoo, freshly made, with his initials - AL- in some intricate scripture. It resembled an animal branding, a 


stamp of ownership. It was meant only for Alexis eyes. 

"lwant to keep you forever with mel, Janne enthused 

" Your!” Alexi exclaimed." | thought you were scared of needles.. | feel honored..’, and plunged his lps between 
Janne’s thighs, kissing the tender skin around the tattoo, then rewarded him for his boldness with special treatments 


that sent Janne grunting and gasping for air. 


" I missed you." 


When you are old enough, to read these words.. 
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When you are old enough, to read these words.. 


Janne opened his eyes to the gloomy sunlight, caressing his face through the slit between the curtains. He was 
lying in a very bizarre position - and definitely not in his own bed, but in the bed from his past - as if he had 
drifted to sleep before even realizing it, before getting underneath the warm covers. Now the winter chill 
froze his shoulders painfully, as they were exposed and bare. He inspected the room - Alexi was not near him. 
He had a recollection of them drowsing off next to each other while listening to the Ghost CD he had bought 
for him, after sharing a laborious kiss, again straight from the past. And that was it.. Janne didn't have the 
chance to touch his bony body. Neither had Alexi. It was as if they had fallen asleep in the middle of that kiss 
- and now Alexi was nowhere to be seen, consumed by the night, if he ever existed - the elusive ghost of his 


fantasies and nothing real at alll 


The noise of rustling papers and someone coughing in the distance brought him round, before he plummeted 


into misery. 


" Allu?? Are you there?" he asked. He didn't wait for an answer, but got up and walked to the living room. He 
was worried that Alexi might be drinking whiskey again. 


A wraith in the form of Alexi was fumbling with some papers on the coffee table. His old CKY guitar was lying 
in its open case, on the couch, shining clean and restored - he just realized how much he had missed the old 
fellow with the yellow stripe and the scratched board.. Alexi looked even drearier than the previous night - 
the dim light had masked his deathly looks, which were now fully exposed to the unsparing daylight. Some boxes 
of pills lay open on the coffee table, next to a half empty glass of water - apparently he had gotten his 


medication. No whiskey in view. That was a positive. He turned around and gave him a sad smile. 


" You were sleeping so deeply, | didn't want to wake you with my noises.. I've made some coffee - before you 


go... 


" | am not going anywhere. | told you.." 

" Janne, you've got a spouse to take care of.." - the word was spat out, or so Janne thought. 

" She knows that | will be gone for some days." 

" So, you plan to move in here with me?" 

" | can't leave you, not just yet." 

" Will you kill me before you go? Please?", Alexi said in an expectant tone and Janne shivered. Alexi actually 
meant it - but what made it creepier was that he, himself had come up with the same concept: he had 
planned on staying with him until.. Well, until he passed... Pretty weird, considering that no one could really 
predict someone's death, unless it was scheduled or inflicted. He could well die in a year - was he supposed to 
stay there that long? Unless- well, unless he did not last that long anyway... (So, in fact he had consented) " | 


know this face of yours, Janne, my Janne...” 


" Then you know that | would do anything to help you, to save you.. Rather than kill you.", he replied and Alexi 
laughed affectionately, as he approached him. 


He placed his thin arms on the taller man's shoulders, tucking his untidy hair neatly behind his ears. 


"Its a matter of perspective, you know.. Keeping me alive wouldn't equal saving me... I'll be dead sooner or 


later -" 
" Oh, shut up please!" 


" „Anyway, | want you to know that despite all my bitter feelings for you, I'm glad that you're staying.", and 


gave him a deep, appreciative look." It hurt to be away from you. 

" It hurt to see you wither and fade, and spiral downwards towards obliteration!" 

" Please.. It hurt that you left me - you, all three of you" 

" Alexi, you didn't take us seriously! You were unbearable, no matter how much we love you!" 


" You were my true family, our music my biggest love.. Suddenly it was the three of you who withered and 
vanished from my life.. It hurt me.. It still does.” 


" Oh, Allu.. | am so.. so fucking sorry..", and clasped him in his embrace." | - we- never meant any harm... It 


just hurt and it was unbearable..." 


They remained tight together for a couple of moments. Jane's eyes filled up with tears again. He tried to 
suppress them, but luckily, he towered far above Alexi's optical view, so they went unnoticed. Then Alexi 
withdrew, and picked up a stack of papers that lay on the coffee table. 


" | need a favor..", he said taking on a serious look, before sitting down on the couch, showing him the place 


next to him. 


Whenever Alexi was serious, it was a matter of grave importance. Janne needed that coffee first. He rushed 
to the kitchen, filled a mug and upon his return to the living room, he took his seat on the couch, facing the 
grim face of Alexi. Alexi had already lit a cigarette, striving hard to get it smoked, in real pain. Smoking a 
cigarette had always looked a bit unfitting and clumsy on Alexi, as if done as a distraction from his stress, 
keep his ever fluttering hands occupied and not really sucking that air into his lungs properly. If it looked so, in 
the past, now it looked even odder - as if the cigarette smoked Alexi and not the other way around. 


Alexi was silent, preparing his words, not sure how to phrase them. His eyes mused on the open papers in 
front of him, avoiding Janne's persistent stare - then his lips twitched into a smirk. 


" Maybe | will need you to go to Norway for me..", he said finally. 


" To Norway?", Janne freaked. The sheer name of the country only brought bad memories to him. Names he 


wanted to erase, dire situations he had gotten involved in, pain and disease... Utter hell. 
" Yeah... Oslo." 


" | don't want to go back there..", was his immediate reaction, but then Alexi stared at him imploringly and he 


softened. " What's in Oslo, anyway?" 


" A couple of weeks ago | got this letter.. More than just a letter - a whole package actually..", and presented 
him with a bunch of handwritten sheets, some formal documents and a couple of pictures. He caught a glimpse 
of the image of a blonde baby, then a blonde toddler in the arms of a pretty fair woman. What was this 
about? Suspicion rose in his mind - but the train of his thoughts was stopped by Alexi's confirming voice. " It 


seems like I've got a son in Norway...” 
" A what?" -Janne spilt a few drops of coffee on Alexi's carpet. 
" Yes.. A boy.. He must be around eleven years old now.. Which makes him born in 2004, give or take. This 


woman - his mother - Trinne, traced me recently and sent me all the details... Apparently both of us, you and 


| are condemned to remember that night..", his voice trailed off. 


That night - you see? Now this was what he wanted to obliterate from his memory. That fucking night! 
Instinctively he took a cigarette from Alexi's pack and lit it inadeptly, under the sick man's scrutiny. 


" Apart from her story, she enclosed a DNA test of her son - Aleksi is his name, by the way - after me, to 
compare with mine, if | was to take one and a bunch of pictures. She writes that she doesn't want anything 
from me and that she wouldn't demand money or acknowledgment, that's why she didn't track me down earlier. 
Why now? Apparently she has seen my recent photos and how sickly | look, and maybe she wants to give me 
some sort of happiness, the comfort of continuation? | don't know. | took the test very willingly, | must admit, 
and had it matched with the Oslo results - and guess what, he is actually mine! The pictures can confirm it as 
well..", and passed Janne the pictures of the child, bearing Alexi's big, sad blue eyes and charming smile. 


Janne shuddered at the likeness of the young one. He felt a lump in his throat, and tears welled in his eyes. He 
caught a glimpse of Alexi's eyes glistening with moisture and chose to avoid them. 


" All these years, living recklessly, in ignorance, | was a father to a son that | have but will never meet. My 
feelings are sort of contradicting.. When | took the test, | prayed that it would match, | wanted so desperately 
to be his father.. And then, my logic - or what's left of it anyway - intervened, and tried to stall my hopes: 
how dare | ask for something like that? What did | do to deserve it? My sorrow is immeasurable, and so is my 
shame and disappointment. Is this what he will inherit? A non-existent father, a freak, an aberration of nature 
he'll feel hatred and shame for? | can't stop thinking of him and of all the harm | have caused him, 


unintentionally, and I'm on the verge of insanity..." 
" | feel you..", Janne placed his palm over Alexi's thin wrist. 


" Ive written a letter.. Too cheesy you might think.. | have cut a lock of my hair.. | have also dripped some 
blood on a tissue, in case he wants to run the DNA test for himself one day. I've put these things in an 
envelope, along with a video of me talking to him, on a USB-stick - you know, bullshit that is too emotionally 
charged.. And my DNA results, of course, from the Finnish laboratory. All this stuff is in the CKY guitar case, 
in a plastic bag. | love this guitar... | would like you to go to Oslo, find Trinne, his mom, and give these to him, 
as a way to get to know things about me.. Something from his father, you know...” 


" Why don't you do it yourself? Don't you want to meet him?", Janne broke in now tearful. 


" Janne, look at me and tell me what you see! Is this a proper sight for a first meeting with your father?", 
said Alexi sorrowfully and pulled up his shirt, to reveal a colostomy bag - or something like that, equally scary 
- attached neatly to the left hand side of his abdomen There were also some scars scattered over his ivory 
skin, in the process of healing. Hospital inflicted scars. Janne closed his eyes in despair. " | am dying! | am 
disintegrating, day by day Janne... This is pure death, and | do not wish my son to have this disheartening image 
of me and then burden him with my death! This is not me anymore.. It would be too selfish of me to satisfy 
my desire to see and touch him, by molesting his soul with this travesty. Finding a wraith of a father only to 
lose him again, too soon, but now forever... Nah... It would be better for him if | were already dead..", he said 


sorrowfully and stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray, exhaling a final smoke ring. It was pretty obvious he 


was in a fight against his emotions. Janne kept smoking his cigarette, in tears. "Now, please, Janne, stop 


smoking, because you're scaring me..." 

"| can't take in all this new information... | feel so little and so ..so humble..." 

" Yet you are blessed that you have the chance to hold your child in your arms. You are blessed to have the 
chance to somehow influence his or her life.. To be a good father, if you want. What have | done, other than 
drink myself to death? And now this - blessing and punishment at the same time!" 

" Stop, please stop!" 

" Don't be in denial, Janne! For once, god damn it!" 

" You know that you are precious...” 


" Am | precious? | am a waste of skin*. Have always been." 


" | love youl", Janne yelled and he felt released and relieved suddenly. " God, forsake me, but | fucking love youl! 
| so fucking love you.. And so will he! | will go to fucking Oslo, and | will do what you've asked me!" 


" After | am gone." 

" Allu, please." 

" Will you check on him? Keep an eye on him?" 

" „| promise." 

Alexi closed his eyes with an expression of contentment and relief on his face and lay back on the couch. 
Within seconds he had drifted into a slumber. His face seemed serene, probably for the first time. That's what 
his face might look like on the day of his death, Janne thought. He dismissed the thought immediately. He, on 
the contrary, was going through all the stages of hell. That damned night was being played on a loop in his 


mind as if to punish him for having been so foolish, so arrogant and desperate that did the only thing to 
destroy - or fix? - everything. 


That night in Oslo - 09/1/2008 
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That night in Oslo - 09/11/2008. 


The more he crashed with his crush - Alexi that is - the more overwhelmed he felt. The long fours and Alexis 
courtship with the music they played in their own special way, being back and spending days, weeks together at a 
studio or one of their houses, had brought them even closer, in an actual relationship, even though they shunned 
the term. h tact, there was no restriction or obligation posed - he could recall Alexi telling hm that he was a free 
man, and he could do whatever he wanted.. A free man, yes, officially. Because in reality, he had never been more 
committed and uncontrollably hooked on a relationship. He could not think of anyone else. He could not deny his 
love and desire for him anymore - he had surrendered. It was funny, how things had turned; Alexi had been the 
dependent one in the beginning, while he played it difficult and remorseful! Now it was the other way around.. 


Alexi was gorgeous; he had reached the peak of his beauty, swinging between the seductiveness of a delicate, 
almost feminine face and the ferociousness of an adolescent man, soft but sleek, round but angular. He could not 
fell if he adored the girly side of Alexi or the male one. He had fasted them both He supposed it had been his 
overall character, his unique soul that had enchanted him. He could not fell if Alexi was a girl or a man. He was 


both, in a way, and he was in love with both of them. 


Their bond was no joke to the band anymore, though no one spoke openly about it. Henkka had caught them in the 
act of a blowjob, in the back lounge of their tour bus - Alexi kneeling in front of a spread-eagled Janne, who 
moaned and gasped clutching Alexis hair in his fists, when they had thought they were alone! And Jaska - well, 
Jaska, being Alexis old school time buddy - had always known that there was something not ‘right with Alexi, and 


the strange energy surrounding him and Janne did not come as a great surprise, so he gave them space and cover 


without even questioning As for Roope, he preferred to believe the prank’ scenario than sober up and face the 
situation between them. When drunk, though he called them ‘girls! which indicated that he was not totally oblivious 
fo the reality. Janne was not sure whether he should feel relieved or ashamed He preferred not to elaborate with 
any of them about his personal stuff - and hoped that Alexi was as elusive with words as he was 


Alexi had many obsessions and now used substances occasionally fo ‘fix' himself - new ‘baggage’ fo his already 
overweight luggage that followed him all over the globe.. And he kept abusing his body with alcohol every night. 
There was this crucial moment fo partying when crossing it would raise a red flag and he would yield to his dark 
side, his self-destructive thoughts and acts of self harm, as if he had nourished his self-contempt all these years, 
instead of eliminating it. He would get so wasted and nothing was capable of stopping him. Not even Janne. He could 
smell the booze on Alexis breath when they kissed, felt its insidious ways in Alexis violent outbursts towards him, 
felt it slowing down his reflexes, relaxing his muscles when they fucked, he wanted fo be mean to him, then, be 
cruel to him, hurt him and force hm out of his stupor with a blow. See him bleed Because, he needed him there 


with him, participating, interacting, and not fucking a soulless corpse! 


That night had been one such night. They had arrived in Oslo for their concert which would take place the following 
night. Alexi had been drunk two days in a row, and now he lay in the bed of the hotel where they were staying, 
dead in his deep slumber. He could not wake up for the bar-hopping they had planned to set off on Janne had 
prepared for the night in a bad mood, dressed in black, as usual, his hair worn long and straight to the level of the 
lower part of his shoulder blades, face shaven clean. Hs upper lip was a bit swollen and looked a bit bluish still, 
after suffering an accidental, clumsy blow, from a drunk Alexi, two nights before. He concealed it with some make- 
up, but at least, it gave some extra volume to his mouth! He looked decent, still Jaska, Henkka and Roope were 
waiting for him in the hotel lobby. He left a note for Alexi, as to where he could find them in case he woke up and 
felt Ike partying with them. Then grasped his wallet and jacket and left the room. 


" You dont have to be so sad and disappointed! | mean, apparently it is none of my business, and | feel a bit 
awkward talking to you about Alexi as if | was talking fo you about a girlfriend, but since things are this way.. | 
suppose you should take care of yourself and have some fun He has his fun with the bottle. That's why he is 
passed out. You don't have to drown along with him. Oslo is so nice on a Sunday night... Seize the day, Janne! You 
are young, you are hot, and Id bet my life there are dozens of girls - and guys, | suppose - who would beg for 
your touch!", Henkka told him privately, under the loud sound of Motérhead's "Killed by death’, blasting from the 
speakers of the Rock-h 


İt was the first time their bassist had spoken to him so openly, so he supposed that his condition must have 
seemed pretty grave fo them. He felt shittier and gulped his beer. 


" Thanks for your advice.. | never thought you would speak fo me about.. about..." 


" Alexi? Say it. Let it out and stop burdening yourself! Its OK, Janne! Its OK to like him, to fancy him..", Henkka told 
him and put a friendly arm around his shoulders. Janne felt a lump in his throat and the first signs of a panic 
attack 


" Lam going out for some air.. | will be.. around.. | won't go far!", he said and clambered up the steps outside in a 


hurry. 


The cool air hit hard on his face. He had to put on his beanie and pull his jacket tighter. He almost slipped on the 
slush, stacked by the sidewalk. What was he doing? Had he just come out of the closet to Henkka? Did he just 
admit how gay he was? And did Henkka just comfort him with love-advice? This was so weird.. He panicked Had 
Alexi been with him, he would feel complete. But Alexi had opted for booze and he was out of the picture. He had 
made his choice - and it didn’t include him. Suddenly he felt angry. Not just angry - enraged! Henkka was right! He 
needed fo find out for himself if he was stil worthwhile, alive and competing, and on which field 


He entered the door of the first bar, which proved to be a gay-friendly, mainstream place with pop music and red 
lights. He ordered a couple of drinks, fo loosen up and gave in to the controversial flirt of the first man who 
approached him purposetully, right there, in front of everyone. No one seemed to notice - nothing extraordinary. 
He swayed his body fo the rhythm of the music - some random Prince song He smiled at his new companion - 
and, god, how much he needed to smile! He had forgotten how to do so, without being intoxicated Hands touched 
his shoulder, then crawled lower, to his chest. Janne approached the black-clad fellow party-goer and placed his 
hands on his chest. 


" Suomi?" 


The lps brushed his cheek as they introduced themselves - he turned intentionally to the new mouth. They kissed 
He indulged deeper and deeper to the new taste and texture and the unfamiliar body shape. He somehow felt 
retreshed, and dead at the same time. He kissed the other guy desperately, fiercely caressed his short shaven hair 
and groped his chiseled chest, so different from Alexis build, he almost moaned. "Now, sleep tight my Allu..", he said 
fo himself maliciously and pressed on with the new guy. 


He detached from his lips only fo gasp for air, eyes locked on each other with lust. Then he saw Alexis face, 
staring at him pallid and blank. Motionless and speechless, like a statue. Was he hallucinating? What? He was for real 
- alive and standing a few steps away from him. It took a couple of seconds of speechless assessing before Alexi 
turned around and stepped outside the bar. He was foo numb and panic-stricken to grasp what had just happened, 
let alone go affer hm! 


Ninthe 


The sight was disgusting He wanted to throw up, and definitely this was not because of the hangover. Actually, 
after waking up he had felt pretty sober, and pretty regretful, for having neglected Janne. He had left, but there 
seemed to be some hope for him to make amends. Janne had left hm a note, to join them at the Rock-lh It lay 
pretty close to where they were staying He only hoped he was not too late. He took a shower, washed his hair 
and combed it smooth, put on his eyeliner, borrowed some of Jane's Hugo Boss cologne and sprayed his chest and 
wrists. He had put on a sexy Darkthrone T-shirt, bullet belt and black military pants, worn his beanie and leather 
Jacket and rushed to the underground metal bar on foot: 


Janne was not there. Henkka informed him that he had left and that he had seemed pretty upset and distressed 
He glared at Alexi meaningfully, as if the keyboardist's fleeing was his fault. Henkka had given a hint as for the 
place where Janne might have gone and he took off without another word Apparently some sort of awkward 
explanation had been given earlier, between the two of them so there was no need for him to make things worse, 


with some stupid excuse. OK, the guys knew about them now. It was not a secret anymore. 


It hadnt been difficult to find Janne. He stood out, despite his dark attire. He was the only long haired guy kissing - 
well, not kissing, rather devouring - another ordinary, tall man, making a porn-spectacle of himself in a bustling gay 
bar! He had seemed so desperate, so passionate that it reminded him of their first time together. And now he was 
reliving it with a stranger in that brothel of a bar in Oslo. He was lost for words 


Janne noticed him, embarrassed, after disentangling himself from the faceless guy, but they had remained silent 
Alexi had no right to feel jealous or angry, yet he couldn't help it. All he wanted was fo punch the other guy's 
handsome face - but he was far taller than Janne, so it would not be worth the sweat No matter how much he 
had tried fo persuade himself that Janne and him were free men, they were not together and the like, he found it 
impossible to keep cool He was appalled by the other men around him, he was appalled by Janne! 


There was no space for him. Janne was not available. He stepped out without any talk at all and started roaming 
the streets of Oslo. When he had put some physical distance between him and Janne, and was assured that his 
beloved one was not following him in an imploring fashion, he burst into tears. No one witnessed him. He felt awful 
He wanted to scream - a black metal, high-pitched, pain-stricken screech. He hurt. Janne had cheated on him - 
well, not officially, because they were not supposed to be a couple - and that was apparently his fault, for 
neglecting him. He couldnt bear the thought - and the spectacle. That lustful kiss and the horny groping.. 


He craved desperately for a drink He entered the first bar on his way. It was not that late - possibly around 
twelve, midnight? - yet the place was not so crowded. " How convenient’, he thought and took a seat at the far 
end of the bar. The bartender was a pretty woman in her early thirties, with long fair hair down to her waist and 
sweet blue eyes. Her appearance was simple, not in the metal or gothic cult apparently. She looked kind of gentle. 


" Så, hva gjør et metalhead her i baren var?", she had asked him in a friendly way in Norwegian - so, what does a 


metalhead do here, in our bar? - and he smirked She hadnt recognized him. 


"I Ike the music..", he replied in English - his Swedish was not fluent enough fo understand Norwegian and in this 
state of mind, he was in no position to hold a proper conversation 


"Oh, how so?", she changed to English and smiled back to him." What will you be drinking?" 


"A double Jameson, no ice, please.", he ordered and lit a cigarette. Upon its arrival he downed it in one swig and 


ordered another one. Now, that triggered her attention - he could see a spark of interest in her eyes. Or curiosity. 


The music played some mainstream rock band - was it James? Getting away with it - all messed up x? 


"/ sense some trouble in the air?", she took the initiative to open a conversation with him. 


" Perhaps..", he tried fo sound casual and ordered another drink, implying to buy her one as well 


" Lam not allowed to drink while working." 


" Oh, not even a shot?" 


"Ht will be only one shot then!" 


"As you wish’, he smiled at her, exhaling his cigarette smoke to the side, giving her his irresistible smile. 


" So, where are you from?" 


" Finland" - definitely she hadn't recognized him and it felt cool, suddenly. One with the anonymous crowd, a humble 
mortal - two legs, two hands, one head and a dick 


"And what is a sad, hardcore metalhead from Finland doing in a pop bar in Oslo?" 


"1 -uh.. You know.. Tourism..." 


" Tourism?", she doubted and he grimaced sweetly. " Alone?" 


" Well, not entirely alone.. But then we are always alone, so in that sense, yes, alone..." 


" What's your name, Mr. Metalhead?", she asked him 


" Alexi." 


"Lam Trinne. And lm a good listener, you know.. Now, why are you so miserable?" and he took a sp of his x-nth 


drink. Alcohol started influencing him, feeling tipsy. He brought Jane's face fo his mind and frowned 


"L. | think | am fucked up.." 


"Wow, how come?" 


"Long story..." 


" Girlfriend?" 


" Sort of.. Well. Not exactly..", he hesitated, and blushed 


"Oh, is it a boyfriend then?", she exclaimed 


Apparently she hadnt expected this option, and she brought it up mostly as a joke. Well, guess what - surprise!? He 
Iked the fact that she hadnt made hm feel strange, bringing up the matter. She made him feel very comfortable, 


fo falk to her, even about this issue, without any prejudice, nor any expectation 


" Yes" -now that was a bold confession of his. Janne is officially his boyfriend. 


" Wow, this is a surprise! | would have bet my money that you were not into a boyfriend-to-boyfriend situation." 


" Are you disappointed?" 


" Not at all.. Youre still cute and sweet..", she smiled at him and leant forward almost touching her forehead to 
his." And you have the most beautiful - though saddest - eyes | have ever seen in my entire life", and he 
blushed again. " Not to mention that you are shy." 


"k that a positive?" 


" OF course it is! So, Alexi, whats wrong with your boytriend?", the term boyfriend: struck him as weird, but he 
didn't show it. She served him another glass of whiskey. He would end up drunk as tuck, it seemed. 


" He.. uh.. He is pissed off with me.. | guess Im not that sane and stable.. | am into booze while touring.. Well, not 
only when touring, | guess.. He is fed up with my instability and I disappoint him." 


" Sometimes love affairs make us act strange.. Two people trying to find common ground.. IE can be annoying 


Youre not the only one. It happens all the time! | guess he pisses you off sometimes..?" 


" No, actually no..', said Alexi, realizing how perfect Janne was for him." Ive never felt pissed off with him - only 
when he asks me to put out my cigarette.. Otherwise.. He is perfect. He always amazes me, especially on tours 


when we play along with our solos." 


" Tours and solos? Are you musicians?" 


" We play in a band We have a live show tomorrow in Oslo - thats the sort of tourism I was talking about..." 


" What band?" 


" Children of Bodom." 


" Cool name! Sounds interesting! A rock star with humility and no self esteem? Rather unusual! | love it!" 


"Uh, not a rock star.. | am nothing" 


" Hope you are not suicidal - lke emo suicidal." 


" Well. Not anymore.. Not that young anymore..", and she stared at him for a moment, taking in his melancholic 
face, as the alcohol had started fo blur his eyes. 


" So where are the rest of your crew?", she changed the subject 


" They are at the Rock-lh where we were supposed to be, and Janne - thats him, you know - is fucking live at a 
gay bar close to Karl Johans, in front of a crowd, with a stranger so that the whole city of Oslo gets a taste of 
his assets.. And that's pretty much my story..", Alexi said bitterly and stubbed out his cigarette, 


He felt quite relleved about opening up. Letting everything out. Trinne served him another drink 


" That's on me. | guess you need if. Pretty fucked up with this Janne- did | get the name correct? Is that a name 
for a guy?" 


" Janne. Correct. Typical finnish name for a guy.", he smirked, then turned sullen and closed his eyes. Jane's image, 
kissing the stranger flashed back into his mind infuriating him again. Was he better than him? He squeezed his glass 
in anger and it popped out of his hand It landed on the floor, shattering into hundreds of pieces. The noise brought 
him back fo reality." Fuck - what have | done!" 


"Its OK, Alexi.. Just a little accident and thats all. You thought of him, didnt you?" and Alexi picked a napkin and 
knelt down in order to mop the spilt liquid and the fragments." Hey, stand up! Hi do that!" 


" No, my shit-" 


" Alexi, my job! Please sit on the bar stool..', and she pulled him up by the arms 


Her touch on his bare arms was soft and soothing He felt unexpected familiarity with this girl. She inhaled deeply 


close to his chest with an approving smile. 


" Darkthrone smells nice..', she said lusty, placing a light kiss on his cheek and stood up. 


"I would go for their music, mostly..." 


" Well you would, Mr. Metalhead.. But black metal? Nah - not my thing! You are not one of these black-n-white 


screaming guys, are your" 


" You could say we have black metal elements in our music.. We are defintely into the extreme metal sound.. But 


not black-n-white yet! Haha! You should come and see us, tomorrow, honestly.. | could put you on our guest list..." 


"Id love to, but Hl be working.. But Janne will be there, so..?" 


" Yes, he wil, hopefully. f he can still stand upright by tomorrow... 


"Oh, that was mean! Doesn't suit youl", and she smiled at him. 


"Lam being honest and realistic! He is in our band, you know, so what the fuck.. | guess hell have to find the way 
back..", and pulled her closer fo him, by the wrist. 


She let him drag her closer to him and they stared at each other intensely for a couple of minutes, admiring each 


other, grasping the important details. He found her face exotic. 


"May | kiss you?", he asked her politely. 


"| thought you were gay..." 


" Yeah, me too.. | suppose | am.. Or maybe Lam not? Or both? Does it matter what | am, after all?..". and he 


kissed her softly. To his surprise, she didn’t shove him away. 


Her kiss was sweet and hesitant. Janis Joplin was playing out of the speakers in the bar - "take another little piece 
of my heart’, she sang and he thought this was the perfect soundtrack for the moment. He deepened his kiss. 


" We close in half an hour.. What are you up to, afterwards? Going back to Janne's bed - if he is there?", she 
asked teasingly and he blushed; his smile waned 


" Shit.. Helll | have no idea.. | don't feel lke going back to my room and facing stuff. Not in the mood af all.. | 


suppose Ill crash on some bench, or underneath a tree, outside the venue...” 


" You will freeze to death, Alexi. Wanna come with me? I live nearby on my own | have a couch, if you prefer." 


"Are you sure? | mean.. You barely know me! | could be a fucking serial killer, you know..." 


"Oh, you don't seem lke a bad boy to me..." 


"Oh, really? This is what a serial killer would look like, you know..." 


" We'll find out! Maybe | am a serial kiler myself", and she winked at him. 


" OK then.. A couch would serve me fine..." 


They ended up in her small apartment, on the first floor of a massive building somewhere in Oslo. He had lost all 
sense of direction, but then he had been very drunk already. He kept humming Janis Joplin's "Another piece of my 
heart" all the way to her place, painting the atmosphere with happy, hippie colors. He had danced playfully, singing 
the lyrics in a falsetto mode that made her laugh When they got into the apartment, he took off his leather 
Jacket and sprawled on her couch as if he had been familiar with the place for years. Telling her about Janne broke 
some invisible ice; it released him from his natural reserve, opened him up and he felt comfortable with her - with 
himself and his petty existence. She lit a few candles that smelled of cinnamon and orange, produced a bottle of 
red wine from the kitchen and two glass goblets and poured them an adequate quantity each She smiled at him 
and in the dim, warm candle light he thought she looked quite seductive. 


" So, tell me about Janne. | can see that there are some feelings involved." 


" Janne.. He - uh- | suppose he's fucking someone else right now.. Someone better.. Someone new.." 


" Dont be bitter.. Do you love him?", and Alexi became serious again 


" Can | smoke?" 


" Not in here.. | think you had enough cigarettes at the bar." 


" Janne says the same all the time.." 


" Jame... So you do love him!" 


" Yeah, | mean, how can | not? He is my soulmate. He is my other half - at least musically..." 


" Musically? So, you are not together, lke, for real?" 


"Music fucked up our minds and orientation, | presume... Its how we started | didn't choose him. Fate did her thng.. 
/ was upset to discover it! | never thought.. Uh.. You know.. Hm!? He was an ugly boy! Yet.. The moment he played 
his first note on the keys, he fucked my brains.. And he's kept on fucking me up ever since then.. So | love hm. | 


love- love him. Pathetic, huh?", and drank some of his wine, looking at her eager for her reaction 


" Romantic | would say. Sensitive.. Emotional, too. Not pathetic.. It sounds more like loving his soul, than his sex. 
Love above everything." 


n" 


" That sounds unnervingly accurate.. And hppie.", Alexi said in a trembling voice and Trinne came closer to him. 


So, its not perverse?", he asked anxious for her answer. 


" Love is not perverse. You haven't come to terms with it yet, have you? You seem fo be feeling frustrated." 


"Kind of.. Always in a battle against myself" - its confession time, Alexi! " Ive always been so.. so enraged and 
disappointed. So lonely, | guess.. | have done awful things to myself. | cant stand the noise in my head..." 


" You need approval.. You must accept yourself as you are." 


" People have bullied me - and guys lke me. | think my dad would reject me if he knew.. He wouldn't be proud at 
all.. | have been bullied for my looks.. You know, skinny and short and girly.. And then, a mate from another band | 
used to play the guitar with, wrote the most shameful hideous lyrics for my song! My-fucking-song! About how 
despicable and perverse gays arel! | felt so ashamed, yet couldn't show my feelings.. | got married to a woman 
before, for appearances’ sake | guess. Didn't last long, of course.. Janne gave in to me.. He approached me. He 
responded to me. He accepted me and he felt the same! Ok, he was hesitant in the beginning but then.. Well.. He 
has cared about me and my fucked-up health.." 


" Have you shown him that you love him?" 


" Dunno... | think so.. But he fights his own demons now and then and Im not sure whether he can always tune into 
my signals." 


"He battles with self-approval and acceptance..." 


"/ suppose. He didnt want anyone fo know about us, you know.. It freaked him out.. | don't blame him though, 
considering his background He can become really strange, you know. Sometimes he jokes and takes things easy and | 
play along with the prank fo shock people and homophobes, sometimes he gets too intense and clams up. | want to 
approach him, but | am afraid of doing so, for fear of crumbling his fragile inner balances.. And disappoint him.", said 
Alexi and drained his glass." But | guess | mostly disappoint him, so..", and showed his empty glass 


"Man, you drink a lot." 


"Lam Finnish, don't forget!" 


" Right..', Trinne observed with a smile, yet she poured in more. "You only speak of disappointment and rejection 
And disappointing Janne. Stop it! You cant be that disappointing, | guarantee you. ve seen and talked to hundreds of 
people, who really suck - and they dont give a shit about how despicable or disappointing they can be! You are not 


one of them." 


"Am | not?" he slurred with a grin 


" Well. You are an amazing kisser, for a gay.. You sound so sincere and sensitive, | am really impressed. Never 
expected such quality from a black metaller - or from any man, anyway.. | thought you were more into violence 


and obsceneties.. Inverted crosses and stuff. You are like an angel!" 


" Well I definitely ain't no angell", said Alexi with some mirth. 


"Oh, | think you are! You have the face of an angel! You have the hair of an angel! You are sweet and gentle, like 
an angel.. | ike you. | lke your feelings for this Janne. Should | admit that | kind of envy him? | would like to have a 
man in my hife so much in love with me.. Even if he were gay.. | have been single for the last two years, and, boy, 
Í promise you - loneliness sucks! Janne is a lucky man to have you. | hope he sees it someday and treats you 


right!", and Alexi burst into tears. Alcohol had made him soft as shit - and romantic lke a teenage gil. 


Trine was surprised by his reaction, and hugged him. 


" ohhh My sweet angel." He sank into her soft embrace, her white skin alke to his own paleness. Her lush bust 
offered hm comfort as he put his head on top of it, pressing her softness, while being in her arms. He had taken 
off the garments of his soul, in front of her and stayed ‘naked! as she listened to him willingly, without judging. She 
offered him comfort and managed to relax him, soothe him. What else was left, but for the garments of his body! 
Alcohol and her beauty rendered them intolerable, anyway. He yearned to stp off He kissed her lps, hesitantly in 
the beginning, only to fire up at her response, and blindly, still entangled in the long kiss, he removed his T-shirt, 
revealing his pale, skinny torso with the sleeve tattoos Trinne exclaimed and gave him the courage fo remove the 


rest of his clothes. He was already horny and stiff, and needed his hard-on to be taken care of. 


She took him in her hands, gently rubbing him to his full extent, and then kissed his swollen masculinity eagerly. It 
felt so good She looked impressed and took good care of him, only stopping at the crucial moment, when she could 
also take advantage and pleasure of his horny body. Adeptly she straddled his hard cock and rode him to the 
hellish paths of carnal lust for some excruciating, divine minutes. He strived not to come. He wanted her to enjoy 
it. Otherwise there was no point. With the sound of her orgasm, he released himself and culminated easily, utterly 
forgetful of the tact that it was not Janne's body he was impaling. But it was a languorous cum, he moaned like 
forever, before he was knocked out, unconscious, on her couch, as they had initially planned. Stark naked, facing the 
ceiling, all splayed out. 


Nihthe 


No matter how offen Janne peeped at the screen of his cell phone, Alexi never sent a message, nor gave him a 
call. Henkka had texted him twice, after they had returned fo the hotel, asking him if their frontman had retumed 
fo his bed, only fo piss him off. It was six o' clock in the morning and Alexi was nowhere to be found Hs bed was 
empty - and sleep would not pay Jame a visit, it seemed 


What had he done? How could he have been so stupid? So fucking carried away? He acted as if he had never 
flirted before in his life! Like a celbate. So desperate, as to make out with a stranger, in front of an audience... Like 
he wasn't sharing enough with Alexi.. He felt so ashamed of his actions.. 


Alexi had witnessed it; how had he found him? Probably he had come after him, only to catch him in sensual 
entanglements with another guy. As if he, Alexi, was not enough. Hs disappointment had been so prominent that 
there was nothing he could say, fo explain.. He had let Alexi flee from his grasp. He had been so wrong. He had 
been so patient with him so far and it took him only one instance, to destroy everything they had built. Alexi had 
fled without further notice. Where was he now? 


İt was late noon when Alexi finally appeared in their hotel room. Sleep had caught up with Janne in a sitting, 
uncomfortable position The fumbling on the door handle and a hesitant knock on the door woke him up. He opened 
it and let him in 


n" 


" Dont say anything, please..", was the first and only thing Alexi said, instead of good morning and headed for the 
bathroom straight away. Janne heard the door locking behind him and the water running. Apparently he wanted 
seclusion. He didn’t seem angry or mad at hm - on the contrary he was quite sad and regretful.. Perhaps hung 


over... 


Desolate, he dove into his bed, buried his head under the pillow and the covers and started to cry silently. At least 
Alexi was back, in one piece and not disheveled, nor dirty. He, on the contrary, looked shitty and worn out. He 
desperately needed to rest. They had a live concert that night, after all. Thats the reason they were in Oslo, in 
the first place. They mustn't disappoint their audience for irrelevant, personal reasons. He surrendered his body fo 


Morpheus, and drifted into a dreamless sleep, for what felt to be like hours. 


He woke up fo find Alexi sitting by his side, observing him solemnly, while he slept. He got scared Alexi stared at 
him intently, straight into his soul, eyes naked, lacking his black eyeliner, and grave, skin so white and luminous he 
was blinded by his glaring radiance. Alexi was like a volcano that had just imploded and glowed with rage, frustration 
and bitterness. Unpredictable. A crescendo of tough emotions. It took him a couple of minutes to compose himself 


and break the ice. 


"Im sorry..', he told Janne and lowered his eyes. " I wasn’t right to you, either." 


Janne made an effort to contain his tears, but his quivering lp betrayed him. Alexis eyes watered and he started 
crying along with him - hands now clasped together in a tight knot 


"Its me who should apologize, Allu..", Janne blurted." | fucked it up first..." 


" | wasn't proper either.. | mistreated you and then | cheated on you." 


" | don't blame you - | don't- Please, can we forget about everything? | need to forget. The more I bring it back to 
my mind, | think HI go crazy..', pleaded Janne and Alexi took his face in his hands, stroking his cheeks with his 
thumbs, as if he was handling something extremely precious. 


"Oh, my.. | hate myself when | make you sad..’, and bent down to kiss him on his lps " I love you, Janne... I 
couldn't stand losing you..", he whispered and kissed him again 


"love you, Allu.. | fucking love you so much.." 


Janne pulled him closer by his wrists and Alexi landed on top of him. Then he took off his clothes hurriedly, 

stripping Alexi too in swift moves, until they lay motionless, naked one on top of the other, gasping for air, feeling 
each other's warm body and rising desire. Hearts beating fast one on another, skin ablaze, steaming.. Alexi then 
plunged downwards, trailing his tongue along Janne's exposed torso, down to his loins. He stopped almost too violently 
for horny Janne before he opened his voluptuous mouth fo offer his lover the blowjob of the century. Janne 


couldn't help screaming in frenzy like a beast. Definitely Henkka, Jaska and Roope must have been aware that the 
Wildchild was back! 


Oh... Sweet child of mine 


Author's Notes: 

This is a product of my imagination and neither does it represent the real lives of the people involved nor does 
it describe real events. The medical condition is altered to fit the narrative and does not reflect any of Alexi 
Laiho's true condition | do not wish any harm on the characters involved and | do not profit by this. The title 
of this chapter is a reference to Guns'n'Roses "Sweet child o' Mine". 
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Oh... Sweet child of mine! 


Janne looked at Trinne's pictures while Alexi was in the bathroom, taking care of his health issues. He had 
gotten nauseous suddenly and bloody vomit came up into his mouth before he could react. He had rushed to 
the bathroom, refusing Janne's assistance, and now he was treating his symptoms alone, privately. Janne felt 
extremely sorry for him. He wished he could be of some help, even if it was just to hold his hand, hold his 
long hair back while he vomited, or help him change his colostomy bag or whatever... A thought flashed 
through his mind, then, that the only really soothing help he could provide, was to kill him, and release him 
from this painful earthly struggle that his life had become. Were he in his place, he would have begged 
someone to put him down, before he became totally incapacitated.. Was he the person to do it for Alexi? 
Would he do it, if he were asked to? His heart fluttered in his chest! He could not kill his WildChild - but was 
this wraith in the bathroom his WildChild anymore? 


He focused his eyes on the child in the pictures, while Alexi was grunting alone in the bathroom. Tears rose 
again in his eyes. The previous days he had been crying so much, like he had never cried during the whole of 
his childhood! The likeness between the boy and Alexi was indeed unquestionable. The smooth fair hair, the big 
blue eyes, the charming smile, the paleness of his complexion, the broad forehead.. As he went through the 
pictures, he noticed a photo of Alexi with the boy himself, at a metal festival, posing together. Now this, bore 
some questioning - had Alexi known all these years and chosen to lie to everyone, even to himself to avoid the 
consequences, or the responsibility? Taking a closer look at the photo, he realized that it had been taken during 
the Wacken open air festival, in 2014. He recognized the background and Alexi's hairstyle, at that time. Alexi 
was kneeling to the level of the child, no more than five years old, doing the metal sign for evil with his right 
hand, having his other arm tenderly around the small shoulders, as he had done numerous other times, for a 
little fan of the band. He had a genuine smile on his face, in contrast to the child, who had taken on a serious 
look, posing next to the ‘evil long haired tattooed freak, uncertain of how to react. It was so obvious that he 
had been put there to satisfy the dreams of a metalhead parent. The resemblance to Alexi was unnerving. How 


could he not have understood? But then, if he had understood, back then, or if he had known for so long, why 


would she send him the letter now, with all this information, so heavy to digest? How ironic for Alexi, to have 
touched his son, his own blood, without even knowing? He felt sorry again for his beloved one and tears 


blurred his eyesight once more. 


"| had no idea.. | have never met or talked to her again, since that night!" 


" The night you fucked her without any precaution, you mean?" 


" Don't be bitter.. Yes, that night. | didn't have her phone number or facebook profile, and neither of us 


bothered to trace each other... It was meant to be a one-night-stand and nothing more and now... This?" 


" Yeah, that's what usually happens when you don't use condoms...” 


" Janne, stop..." 


" Then who brought the child to Wacken?" 


" How am | supposed to know? She writes that it was her brother with his fiancé and daughter. He must have 
said that it was his son - and why wonder? | mean, | wish, now, | had full recollection of the moment, but, | 


had no reason to question things.. To me it was just a fan who wanted a cool picture of me with his son.." 


" Who actually was your sonl" 


" Yeah... As it seems now... Shit..." 


Janne sensed the pressure in Alexi's feelings and hugged him compassionately, despite having felt a tinge of 


malice towards him moments before. Alexi was in tears again and resorted to another cigarette. 


" S0, what do you want me to tell him, when | go to Oslo?" 


" | have no idea. Something that doesn't sound bullshit.. That I'm sorry | didn't know..? That I'd love to have 
known him? That | would have tried not to fuck up his life and try to be something of a father to him? That | 


accept him? God, | have no clue." 


" And who am | supposed to be?" 


" You can say whoever you want.. You know, however you feel more comfortable.. You can be his uncle? You 
can my best friend? My true lover? Whatever you want.. Trinne knows who you are, anyway, so..", said Alexi 


with a faint smile on his face and Janne blushed. 


Many people had learnt about them that night.. 


i Why that night? Why did it hurt you so much, that night, that you had such an extreme reaction?", asked 
Janne after some time of silent musing and Alexi frowned." | mean, there were always girls in our lives, 
coming and going and flirting.. Along with ..you know.. Us.. You got married to Kim, to Kelli, you posed with this 
American bitch all the time in disgusting stunts.. Why should you have flown into a rage with me, that night?" 


"You knew that only you mattered to me..." 


" But still, it was you who always displayed your ‘affairs'.. | never got to show you how it might have pissed 


me or hurt me, or disappointed me..." 


" | know... | had no right to bitch at you.. But it was.. You were the one who was reluctant about us, in the 
first place! | never thought you would get upset with girls..." 


" Ht upset me! But | knew | had no right to make a fuss at you.. And it provided a veneer.. Some sort of cover, 


so | rationalized my feelings.. | had to. Why did you act out that night?" 


"It was another guy..", Alexi admitted and looked sideways." And you seemed to need him. More than me, 
anyway.. It is different with girls. You cant compare..", he said finally and locked his eyes with Janre's. " | have 
had a few girls in my life. But never another guy. Only you." 


"We didn't-", but cut his sentence short, for he didn't want to lie. Alexi didn't notice, but said instead: 


" Still, you gave in to him.. It still maddens me to recall..", and Janne closed his eyes with remorse. 


He soon had to open them violently, as Alexi sprang off the couch, retching blood again. He staggered to the 
bathroom, and Janne followed him instinctively, to help him at least this time, despite his previous refusal. 


Bloody Kisses 
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Bloody kisses. 


It had been a rough turn, and he woke up violently, almost being pulled out of his sleep - and his bed - by an 
invisible force. Hs head still throbbed after the drinks he had had the previous night. He noticed that he lay in his 
bunk alone - but soon he remembered. 


He had left Alexi with some company, he couldnt be bothered driving away. Alexi had always attracted company, 
and he had always been annoyingly friendly and approachable towards them. Sharing a few drinks, until he was 
Totally oblivious and controversially out-going. Janne was actually pissed off with nonchalant Alexi who didnt seem 
fo fuss about him at all He had withdrawn to his bed earlier, not being able to watch him get wasted once again 
and flirt with the fan with the huge teddy bear. He could not stand the music of Nne hch Nails Pretty Hate 


Machine, that played loudly on a loop - " Thats what I get, thats what | get, thats what | get.. "# ft had been 
Alexis choice for the night - and he hated him tonight. Would he fuck her instead? It was so disgusting.. He had 
climbed into his bunk alone and resorted fo black metal music on his mp3-player, to comfort his disappointed soul, 
headphones in his ears, curtains pulled closed seamlessly, until sleep finally took over. 


Then he heard a loud thud and a groan. He opened his curtain only to see Alexi sprawled on the corridor floor, 
clutching his side. He looked completely baffled and in grave pain - having been cast from his bed by the same 
invisible force that had woken him up. The teddy bear was still in that upper bunk he had apparently resorted to, 
without the disturbing ardent fan; thank god 


" Allu, are you hurt?!", was his first reaction as he reached for the smaller man Other faces appeared and then 
everybody was up, alert, to Alexis aid Hs shock and pain had been so severe that he could barely speak, far less 
explain what had just occurred He had seemed genuinely befuddled 


The driver had to divert to the closest hospital, when Alexi started bleeding from the nose, spitting blood, feeling 
dizzy, blacking out.. That definitely was not a side-effect of a hangover, but indicated something more serious 
Janne was the one to carry him in his arms to the emergency ward, as Alexi was short of breath and blood was 
dripping all the way down his face now. The sight must have been disheartening - and he was scared to death, 
despite his attempts to keep his composure and senses 


Alexi was tested and x-rayed, and the doctors concluded that his clavicle had been fractured along with a couple 
of ribs, which resulted in the internal bleeding that brought about the blood-spitting Janne was there to receive the 
diagnosis and report the news fo his pals from the band, who in the meantime, apart from Henkka, were waiting in 
the safety of their tour bus, parked outside the hospital. Henkka had stayed with hm at the hospital, for company, 
He was so thankful to him.. 


Janne could not forget Alexis ashen face, caused by the pain and the fear in his blue eyes, staring into his own 
imploringly for a solution and a word of support He lacked any such words, he could only hold his hand, entwine his 
fingers with his and he would even kiss him, if this would bring some relief to his anguish. He chose, though, not to 
show off the nature of their bond, and expose the band as well 


He offered to help Alexi daily. The slightest movement, or mere respiration would bring about paralyzing pain fo the 
guitarist. The daily chores were an ordeal. Janne cradled him in his bunk or the hotel room they would share and 
held him closely so that he wouldn't be alone in the case of an emergency, even if ths resulted in his not sleeping 
adequately for days He wouldn't touch him, for fear of hurting him, and decided to suppress his emotions, for 
Alexis benefit 


"One day, you'll become a good father, Janne..', Roope had told him, in his drunken stupor - how ironic! 


" Should we cancel the gig?", Jaska had proposed, as an option for Alexis proper recuperation. " Í can see you are in 


severe pain! You don't need to get worse!" 


But Alexi had been adamant, and would not take any advice about taking a rest. He preferred to consume heavy 
painkillers, in order to get through their shows - perhaps he looked for physical pain to provide him with an 
adequate form of punishment - until the pain was unbearable, and the blood vomiting unstoppable, even during the 


show, so he was forced fo call it quits and cancel the few upcoming ones. 


Tasting Alexis bloody kisses.. He now knew. Vomiting blood.. I was the new routine in his life, apart from smoking 
and drinking himself into a stupor.. Add hospitalization Everyone knew now and gave him looks and pats of 
apprehension and courage. 


" Alla, please.. Stop. Stop drinking.." 


"Come on man.. What's wrong with you?" 


" Nothing's wrong with me - but apparently with youl Lets get going.. ts a tough day tomorrow..." 


" Now, fuck off! We cant just go! Besides its fun.. Lets get some drinks together, my beautiful one..?" 


"Oh, stop it Alexi. You sound so unlike yourself." 


" Look! Hs fun!" 


" Get ...fun-ed alone! Im going to bed" 


Another bloody incident while on the road, with Alexi vomiting blood, without any preceding injury this time. They 
were in the middle of the song, when the frontman abandoned the stage in a hurry, to empty his guts - and 
noticed the bloody mess. He would have fainted, but for the assistance of the road crew who had happened to be 
around He was obviously scared - like all of them. Again it was Janne who had rushed him fo the doctor's, after 
the show. 


The doctor who had admitted him fo the clinic had run tests and scans, diagnosing stomach ulcers this time, but 
had also hinted the suspicion of some liver problems 


" You should reduce your alcohol consumption, Mr. Laiho. You are a young man, but the scans of your liver fell a 


different story.. If you keep on like this it will not take long, before you get cirrhosis of the liver." 


" Oh, really’... but Alexi shunned the advice, out of fear. 


Janne noticed his bedimming eyes as the doctor had served him his condemning diagnosis, without uttering a word 
The implication of death had stirred Alexi into a fight with his inner demons again, and his rage and fear were so 
apparent that there was no room for a sane talk with him. Janne remained silent and vigilant of Alexis monitors 
and IVs, rebuffing foolish requests Ike a cigarette or a beer, or whatever the insane Alexi would come up with, until 
painkillers and sleep medication kicked in through the smaller man's system. Then he could nap for some peaceful 
minutes, fighting off his own fearsome demons, because unlike Alexi, he was really worried about the consequences 


and the prospect of death The sheer thought brought tears to his eyes - what would he do if Alexi suddenly died? 


Ninthe 


Waking up wired and needled in a hospital bed, once again, he felt guilty. Guilty for the man swaying awkwardly in 
his drowsiness on the stiff visitor's chair, while he was lying on a comtortable mattress, even if he was obliged fo 
have IV tubes and patches attached to his body here and there, connecting him to hanging, nourishing IV bags and 
beeping monitors. Janne had seemed to be more in pain than him, and the sheer thought made him feel guilty for 
putting him to such trouble again 


Janne opened his brown eyes sleepily and granted him his honest, affectionate smile. He grinned back. He ought to 
reward this saint of a man for being there for him! It must have been excruciating for him to put up with an 
addicted bastard and his susceptibiity fo accidents, not to mention the arising health issues. They were supposed to 
be bandmates, friends, soulmates - lovers.. Janne was not supposed to be his nurse.. How off putting this must be 
for a competent guy lke Janne? ..|hstead of roaming the streets for fun and sex, to be pampering a sick and 


stubborn companion, who had so profoundly neglected him, due to his hellbent addiction to alcohol..? 


The days following his release from the hospital, he remained sober - or, more accurately, he complied with not 
being allowed to drink anything but for water and milk; he only promised to refrain from smoking, as a peace- 
offering fo Janne. Even temporarily. The keyboardist was cautious of him, but tried not to show it. Alexi was sure 
that he was under scrutiny, but wanted desperately to reward him for his stance during his health ordeal, so he 
stuck to the imposed plan. Sober up. Ok.. 


Ninthe 


They had this day-off and a big hotel room, in the middle of nowhere - which was fairly close to the next venue. 
Jaska, Henkka and Roope had gone for a walk and some shopping to the closest village - or shopping mall - and 
they were left alone. He knew Janne would have opted for a walk fo the city with the rest of their team, but had 


stayed back in order to babysit their feeble ‘toddler: The mini-bar was empty, but for soft refreshments and 
sugary juice, and he had thrown away his last packet of cigarettes. Only coffee was available, 


Alexi was lying in his bed, staring out of the window at the blue sky and the clouds, silently inspecting Janne out of 
the comer of his eye, who was striving to read a book; stress oozed from every pore of his beautiful body. 


"Put that thing down and come here, please..", Alexi requested in a low voice and Janne looked at him surprised 


" The book?", he asked foolishly. 


"Mmmm.. Do | need to beg you??", and the taller one obeyed 


" Actually, begging would be great and utterly appropriate after all this shit..." 


"| beg you then!", and Alexi slumped to the floor in front of him, in a pompous, imploring manner." Man, | need 


you here, please..." 


"Oh, you suck.., and Janne pulled him upright, by the neck of his T-shirt and shut his mouth with his lps." | want 


you so badly!" he murmured and Alexi grinned under his Ips. 


"Ive prepared myself for this.. | want you to lke me. I want you to lke everything.. | hate the distance." 


" The distance that you and your bottle have put between us, you mean?" 


"Even so.. Yeah.." 


"I would so much love to believe you, Allu.. But | dont want to waste this wonderful opportunity fo savor you, so 
lets not talk Just take off your clothes and kneel..". and Alexis eyes widened with surprise. Janne was never so 


harsh with words. He followed his instructions and waited for the next command 


Jane's eyes examined the bony body, and a grimace of shock formed on his face. 


" Fuck, Allu.. How many kilos have you lost? Were you this thin last time??", he exclaimed appalled, and Alexi 
closed his eyes ashamed 


" | dont monitor my weight, Janne..." 


" Perhaps you should start.. | can clearly count the ribs on your back!" 


"Do | put you off? Do you want me fo stop?" 


" NO! Never! | didn't mean it that way..', and hugged Alexi " | just feel lke a dog, licking on bones!", Janne teased 
him, running his tongue on Alexis protruding shoulder blade and Alexi huffed 


He turned around and kissed Janne. He needed that kiss - to put an end to the weight talk - even if he had to put 
up with the graceless remark. He followed Janne and pushed him down onto the bed Then he straddled his lap, 
facing him directly, put his arms around his neck and kissed him forcefully. 


The rest had nothing to do with sickness, alcohol and weight-loss. It was pure magic for him, and offered Janne his 
body amply, for him to satisfy his suppressed lust and passion and anger and frustration 


Welcome to hell; Loving you was like loving the dead 
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Welcome to hell”. 


Loving you was like loving the dead 


Alexi couldn't keep his promise to Janne, fo sober up. It had been too good to last for long. First the cigarettes 
came back, then followed the booze.. 


When did it start? When did alcohol really become a problem, for real, not just the childish mess they used fo get 
into during their first big gigs, when they partied all night long, got totally wasted, only to find themselves in 
controversial poses, in pictures all over the media the day affer.. This had been their reality, in their early 
twenties, fledglings to the rock star four life, bonding between band mates, brothers.. It was fun, it was cool. He 
never really realized when it all went off course with Alexi Only now, that their daily life comprised more of one 
another, and they shared far more than a bunk, or a hotel bedroom, reality dawned on Janne, showing its 
catastrophic face. Alexi was not the angel he had believed, Alexis dark sides were really evil, Alexi had a huge 
problem with alcohol - and Alexi, stubborn as he always had been - was in denial He would not admit it, he 
believed he had it under control, and therefore, he would not accept help, of any kind Janne would see the 
distorting claws of the cheap habit, when Alexi would have a glass of Jameson for breakfast, before they had had 
their proper meal together. It would make him throw away the freshly cooked omelette with bacon, he had 
prepared for them both, in the trash-bin At eleven o' clock in the morning, whiskey - or any form of alcoholic 
beverage - would be the last thing Janne would seek fo put in his mouth Alexi would go for it though, otherwise he 
would not be functional; he would complain about headaches all day, bitch about everything - the mere fact that 
Janne had put his favorite Cannibal Corpse T-shirt for laundry, the not-so-bloody T-bone steak they had cooked 
for lunch, the place his tooth-brush might be lying, or the reason why his black-and-pink underwear had found 
refuge in Janne's drawer.. Pretty silly stuff, that usually ended up in hot - as in sexy - brawls that were resolved 
in bed, after a cold fuck, a torturing blowjob. And music. Alexi would pick up his guitar, wink at Janne and they 
would get themselves ready in an instant. Then everything would be good again 


But the problem lurked in every dark corner. And Alexi still got his fix on alcohol, both on tour and off four. 


And there he was now, drunk as fuck, lying sprawled on his bed, his legs dangling over the edge at a strange angle, 
as if he had passed out before hitting the mattress. He was wearing only his boxers - dry cum smeared on his 
belly from the previous horny night with Janne and a nameless girl - his eyes were still smudged with black 
eyeliner, his mouth opened askew. 


"Fuck, what a mess..", Janne muttered to himself in disapproval, staring at the dried glistening stains on the smaller 


man's body. 


İt was already twelve o'clock at noon Sooner or later he should wake him up. 


Janne didn't feel well, himself, He had a persistent headache due fo a hangover, the first he'd had for quite a long 
time, and was not used fo large quantities of alcohol in his system. He had forgiven Alexi for getting wasted, since 
he himself had indulged in partying with the guys at the Rock-lh first. The Rock-lh.. Right - they were in Oslo again, 
only now it was summer, July and they were more into the partying mood It was rather warm. He had needed 


that extra drink, because the memories of the previous time in Oslo were still vivid He still felt ashamed and a bit 


awkward, while walking past the street where the gay bar stood (stil there), in order fo reach the Rock-h. 


At least this time he had had Alexi by his side all the time, and hadnt let him out of his sight for a moment. Both 
had needed the extra drink - and Henkka's meaningful glances had only made them feel more guilty and prone fo 
alcohol abuse. 


Janne went to the bathroom sluggishly, took a revitalizing shower by himself, wetted a towel and came to his 
partner's side, fo wipe away the incriminating stains. Alexi woke up with a groan - as if the sole act of rubbing the 
stain away with the towel had inflicted severe pain to his body. He curled up in utter distress 


" Allu, the fuck? Shut up!" 


" Aaaaaaaalll! Fuck! Fuck!" he screeched 


" What?", Janne expressed his worries now. 


" The pain is .deafening. | can't breathe!" 


" What pain?" 


"My belly.. My stomach - my shit." 


" What? How? Where? Show me!" 


" Fuck, Jesus.. | can’t! It hurts! | am dyingllll", and kept on yelling, agitated, clutching his belly in agony. 


The sudden screams brought Henkka to their threshold He opened the door without knocking, annoyed by what he 
had expected to be frivolous sex yells, only to fnd Alexi folded in two, screaming in pain and Janne staring at him 
idle and baffled from some distance. 


" What, you faggots, shouting out loud for everyone fo hear!", he had started scolding them, but cut off his 


sentence midway at Janne’s panicked face. " Janne, what's wrong?!" 


" l have no ideal He woke up screaming like a beast! He says he is in pain! Thank god you came, | am afraid even to 
Touch him!" 


Blood was dripping from Alexis lps now, only making a scarier spectacle of him. Jame nearly collapsed in front of 


Henkka, who tried to act calm. 


"Ok, this doesn't look good. What did he do? Did he fall? Any idea? You were with him all the tme." 


"l swear, | didn't do anything! Nothing out of the ordinary.." 


"| don't know what's ordinary anymore!" 


" Well. Yeah.. But." 


"Lets call an ambulance!" 


Clad in that plain Cannibal Corpse T-shirt and his tweety boxer underwear, Alexi was delivered to the Emergencies 
of Ullevål Sykehus. Janne escorted him in the ambulance and dealt with all the paperwork and the talking with the 
doctors. He had to wait patiently for the tests, and was devastated to be informed that he should be rushed fo 

the Intensive Care Unit, due to an unexpected development, the doctors were not willing to explain He had never 
expected things to turn out so serious for him. He informed Henkka, who, in turn, had to deal with the cancellation 


of their live shows in Oslo and Stockholm. 


Two weeks Janne's martyrdom would last, during more than half of which he was forced fo suffer alone. Alexi was 
kept in the ICU, so that the doctors could figure out the cause of the sudden collapse of his system and no one 
was allowed near him. Visits were strictly limited to half an hour per day, so most of his time was spent on his 


own, on a bench outside the ICU, alone with his darkened thoughts for company. 


The first two days of agony had not let him realize how quickly time had passed by. He was kept occupied with the 
official procedures and the arrangements with Henkka to get their equipment transferred back to Finland. The 
following days, that he was left alone and idle outside the Intensive Care Unit, all the dark thoughts flooded his 


mind tdle hands may be the devils work*?. 


He felt quilty in a way for not being able to protect Alexi Wasn't he aware of his fragile health? Yet, he hadnt 
objected strongly to Alexis gradual relapse into his addictions. On the contrary, he had indulged in drinking, along with 
him the first night in Oslo, and now look at where this had brought him! v-ed and sedated in an ICU bed! Janne had 
enabled him. He hadn't held him back. He kept blaming himself for Alexis downfall, and often found himself in tears 
and muffled sobs, because his beloved one was closer to death than ever, fighting some invisible enemy, that was 
bent on consuming his intestines. Time didn’t seem to pass at all. Every now and then a doctor would come through 
the locked door where Alexi was being kept, only to shake their head, negative to any positive turn 


"Im sorry.. Nothing new yet." 


" The fever hasnt subsided." 


" He is not stable yet." 


" Unidentified. Running tests.. The blood results were not as we would have wished." 


"He must remain sedated for at least 24 hours more.." 


All the worrying words and omens - perhaps Alexi would not come out unscathed this time. Perhaps Alexi could 
die. Alexi might die. The haunting words, that taunted his sanity while waiting patiently for his 30-minute time 


allowance, to touch his soft hair, caress his brow. 


" There is no use in staying here, Janne’, the nurse had advised him, upon seeing his head drooping forward out of 
drowsiness. What day was it? The staff knew him by his first name now." You will not be admitted and he is in an 
induced coma, to help his healing." 


" How critical is his condition?" 


" Rather critical Youd better go to your hotel room and relax. Youre of no help here. He's not aware of your 


presence. Once he's come round, your cooperation and assistance will be required." 


He needed some rest and a hot shower, true. How many days had he stayed at the hospital, without shower nor 
proper sleep? It felt lke aeons. 


He took off his clothes and lingered under the scalding hot water for over half an hour, washing away his fatigue 
and pain and Alexis sweat, from last time. Stepping out of the shower, wrapped in the white hotel towel, hair 
soaked and dripping all over his back, he felt restless. The hotel room was so barren, lacking Alexis loud presence. 
All of their things lay scattered on the floor, but their essence was missing As if they had had a narrow escape, 
leaving everything behind It was eerie. He picked up a glass of whiskey - Alexis unfinished Jack Daniels - and took 
an acidic sip. The silence was unbearable - lke the taste of the alcohol in his mouth, 


He chose to roam the streets of Oslo alone, rather than curl up in their abandoned bed with the ghost of their sex 
and Alexi's sudden collapse. Perhaps he could grab some junk-street food before returning to the hospital 


There was no one he could talk to, and Oslo was the city he hated most, for various reasons. He felt very lonely, 
all of a sudden. As if his life didn’t matter. Alexi might as well pass away without further notice, without caring 
whether Janne was left behind, abandoned and heartbroken, trying to figure a way to put his shattered life 
together. Well, there was the other prospect, he might revive, only to end up flirting with alcohol again, ignoring his 
desperate pleas. Invisible to Alexi, thats what he was. He was the redundant one - not Alexi 


Crushed more than ever, he craved some company. He craved some attention, a warm hug, a soothing touch.. A 


sober body close to his.. 


He knew where to find Arne. For a split second he pondered whether to text a message before materializing in 
front of him, after three-four years, or just drop by, taking the risk. He opted for the second He smoothed his 
hair with his fingers, feeling shy for an instant. Why search for the ‘other guy’? Alexi would be devastated, if he 
were to find out.. Why do this to hm? Wasnt he enough? 


No, he was not enough when he was fucked up and out of it! He was not enough when he was fooling around with 
Jack Daniels until early in the morning! He was not enough when he ignored him! But, then he had those magnificent 
blue eyes.. His fingers on his guitar strings.. Their perfect synchronization.. Their love making. 


He hurt. All good was associated with something dark and evil He dismissed the spawns of doubt and opened the 


door of the bar, determined His need was greater than his moral conscience. 


Arne was at the same spot, with a couple of friends, as a regular to the bar. He looked the same, as if time had 
no effect over hm. Utterly stunning, fall and muscular, short black hair and a masculine beauty peppered with 
enhancing details, such as the finely shaped eyebrows, the little diamond at his left earlobe and the clean shaven 
face. He himself looked so petty in comparison; black T-shirt and a pair of worn jeans, unshaven, but at least 
washed Not a proper match for him at all. Defying his doubts he walked towards him, gaining his immediate 


attention and surprise. 


"| think we left some unfinished business..', Janne declared boldly and he grinned at him. 


" Wow.. Now this is a surprise! The Finnish boy with the caramel eyes and the cherry lps.. | thought you had other 
business on hand, back in the day.." 


É Maybe. But it is not good to leave unfinished business.. | would lke fo finish what we had started..", he said 


" You sound needy.. Are you goma leave without a note again?" 


"Most likely.. But | promise to make tonight worth it." 


" Although this sounds pretty manipulative, it would be a pity to dismiss the chance. | always thought about you 
What your skin would feel lke.. Your taste.. Your smell. You had seemed so sad that was almost paintully sexy..." 


" Then it is time you got to know.', and grasped his hand, leading him out of the bar. 


They ended up in Arne's apartment. Without much talking, they hooked up in a passionate kiss, and no sooner had 
Janne adjusted fo the old-new sensation, he was bending naked, before the other man, with his back to hm. Ame 
fook over control, with adept moves He put a leather collar on Janne connected to a leash with which he 
maneuvered him. He tickled his sensitive parts with his dexterous fingers, stroking his earlobe, down to his collarbone, 
running a surreptitious tongue over the back of his neck Janne moaned relaxed in the hands of the expert. He 
yearned to surrender to someone older, stronger, healthier.. With confident moves, Arne stretched him easily, put 
on a condom and entered his languid body allowing him to gasp, before gagging him with the leather leash Then he 
took Janne from behind, as a skilled rider tames his wild steed 


Janne curled in Arne's bed until the early hours. He could not sleep at all, nor could he silence the noise in his head. 
He felt empty and the feeling of loneliness wouldnt cease, affer sex. On the contrary, he had felt used, dirty and 
hollow. He sat upright, restless, next fo the robust body lying by his side. Arne was undoubtedly handsome - nothing 
Ike Alexi, whose frailty was almost feminine. With Alex; he mostly assumed the role of the man - with Arne he 
fook Alexis place. He couldn't help staring at him. He needed to go, but didn’t want to vanish like a thief in the night 


"Arne. he whispered and the dark haired man opened his green eyes 


" Hello beautiful." 


"I need to go.." 


" So that was it? See you in three years", said the dark haired man humorously and stretched his muscles smugly 
in front of Janne, for him to watch, 


" Who knows.. But, yes | have to go. | didnt want fo just disappear.. Thank you for the night." 


" My pleasure. | hoped you liked it." 


” / dd n" 


"Im sorry fo let you go. | wish you would stay longer.. | could see you again." 


"No, no.. Don't", said Janne and stood up, searching for his underwear and clothes, that were scattered all over 


the room. " It is really important that I go..', and Arne nodded knowingly. 


"ls that his initials?", asked Arne, pointing at Jane's groin, at the discrete bluish pattern" The tattoo?" The 
keyboardist had almost forgotten about the initials AL’ on the upper and inner part of his right adductor. Only 


Alexi had known about its existence - and now another person. He blushed 


" Correct", and he gestured approvingly. 


" Well, | guess he is a very lucky guy." 


"Hell, he is not! He is insane, an addict and now he is in an induced comma at the hospital... Janne said sorrowfully, 


and put on his underwear, concealing the only tattoo he would ever get to have. 


"Do you lke that?", Ame asked appalled, almost ironical 


"We don't get to choose based on maths and logic.." 


" | dont think you do.. Thats why you are here..', he said, answering his previous question and it might have been 


correct, Janne shuddered in frustration. 


" Does it matter?", he barely voiced 


" Who knows.. Love is blind. | hope he treats you night. Judging by last night, and you, waking up here, Id think that 
he does not. And its not worth it - being mistreated..", Arne told him and Janne strived not to cry in front of hm 


Now. 


"Tt is a long story.. Maybe you are right. Maybe | am tired of this shit. Maybe | needed some sanity and normalcy 


in my life.. Thank you Arne for providing me with that.", he said and caressed Arnes clean shaven cheek 


Then he bent down and kissed him lightly on the lps before he headed out of the door. He had to close that door 


forever. 


Ninthe 


" And what exactly have you been doing, Janne?", Henkka's voice sounded harsh, on the other side of the line. 


Janne had been mumbling tearful words to Henkka in a contiding tone. He had felt so relieved to hear their bassists 
voice, even if he did sound harsh. 


" | dont know.. | don't know what's wrong with me.. | know what | did wasn't right, so to speak.." 


" He is dying and youre fooling around with.. with..°??? Fuck! What are you? How old are you, fucker? F you want 
fo be correct, then cut it out now, Janne! This is Alexi we are talking about - not a nameless ..soul! Life close to 
him is a roller coaster, but you have known that since the very beginning! | dont quite understand the nature of 
the „thing you two have, but | guess some basic rules apply everywhere!" 


"We are not like married!" 


" Fuck off - That doesn’t mean shit! Be honest with yourself, for once! Like you have been married to anyone 


else." 


" „Dont tell anyone. They'll think | am some kind of a whore.. | wouldnt have told you, but, damn, | needed to talk 
fo someone. Alexi is unconscious for, god knows how many days it is now and | cant stand it anymore! | feel so 
lonely and empty.. Please, | can't! | can't..', and Janne broke into tears. Henkka gave hm a few minutes of silence, 
and then asked seriously: 


"Do you want me fo come over? Call his parents? Hs sister, to take over?" 


" No! | dont want fo put any of you to trouble." 


"Come on, man.. You dont have to go through this alone. It shouldnt be your responsibility, to put up with all the 


stress and pain He's our friend, too, so Im coming over." 


" Henkka, my brain hurts.. Ive been thinking all the time, at the hospital, while | was waiting for a positive diagnosis, 
for some improvement, that has never come.. You know, the doctor came one day and announced that blood was 
needed.. So | donated mine.. It sounded so surreal.. Why would he need blood? Why the transfusion? ve been 
thinking about it over and over, | am no doctor, but.. Maybe it is because he is actually dying! Hs stomach is 
tucked up, he has an infection, he could get septicemia, he has a fatty liver caused by alcohol, he has „hell knows 
what else! This sounds pretty much like my grandma's condition! What will be the next organ to fail? He might as 
well die, and then.. Then Hi be lost | can’t stop thinking about it and | end up talking to myself like a madman, | 
haven't had a proper sleep for days.. | doze off for a few minutes now and then in hospital armchairs, the nurses 
know me by name and pity me - | can see it in their eyes, how pathetic they think | am.. Ok, | fucked someone 
else, but | yearned for something real and normal! Am | evil? Hil be damned.. - the only one in my heart is Alexi! 
And it is him that | need. Him, who might succumb as we are talking now and leave me behind..", and Janne broke 
into sobs again, leaving Henkka speechless. 


Nite 


It had felt lke coming back from the dead Hs vision cleared gradually and he discerned Janne's and Henkka's faces, 
staring at him expectant and eager. There was tension in the air. Henkka seemed fresh and sweet, always beautiful; 
Janne seemed pretty tom, unshaven, disheveled and ..dark. Something overshadowed his otherwise deep, brown 


eyes. Something was wrong. 


"You are wrona!", a voice in his head spat some gruesome truth. 
g P g 


" Things have started to stabilize.. The infection is under control. The doctors sounded positive. But you need fo 
stay in for a couple of days more.. You are under heavy medication’, said Henkka carefully, while Janne sat near 


him speechless and solemn 


" What happened? Where.. How long have | been here?" asked Alexi bewildered 


The mere act of talking made his body ache at the points where needles and patches were attached Janne stood 
up, feeling apparent discomfort. Then he spoke. 


" You are in the process of recovering from a serious infection initiated by bleeding ulcers in your stomach.. The 
ones caused by your uncontrollable drinking.., he started saying bitterly and paused, in order to compose himself. 
Henkka glared at him meaningfully. "We are in our favorite city, Oslo that is, at Ullevål Hospital.. The concert should 
have been over two weeks ago, but was cancelled, for obvious reasons..", and gestured in his direction - himself 
wired and IV-ed, lying in a hospital bed " You.. You were put in a coma, to support your fucked up and alcoholic 
immune system. You were kept in the ICU for several days.. No visits, apart from thirty minutes every day.. 
Things were pretty tough.. Of course, nothing bothered you since you were unconscious all the time. | talked to you 
as if you were dead, which was a pretty decent rehearsal, if you come to think about it. At least, you didn't 
experience the pain and the fear.. | almost died on the other side of that damned door!", and Henkka intervened, 


sensing Janne's unstable condition 


" Janne stayed with you the whole time. Forgive his manners but he was really concerned about you. He's stressed. 
l arrived today in the morning’, he said, while Alexi glanced in bewilderment first at the furious keyboardist, then 
at the chill bassist, in this weirdly escalating exchange. 


" Yes, he insisted on coming trom Helsinki because he thinks | am on the verge of a breakdown. You see, | had sex 
with someone else while you lay dead here, and he thinks | am in no place to handle my guilt and my stress..", and 
Henkka reddened all over, glaring at Janne with fiery eyes. Alexi froze. 


" He is fucked up in the brains. No sleep and he - shit, | must say such sappy, gay shit - he loves you 
desperately.. Forgive him, Allu, this is no proper talk for your condition.." 


" Well, better now, | hate lying, | can't lie to you..', Janne blurted 


"Janne, cut him some slack! Shut the fuck up - he is sick!l", Henkka shouted 


" Everyone is sick!’, Janne retorted 


"You are sick! Get out and lil stay with him!" 


" You cant say who stays and who goes! You came back relaxed and happy, and act lke the boss! You dont know 
shit about his condition!", Janne protested 


"And you think you know better? Look how you are acting! Take it easy, Janne, he is sick and you blast him with 


„with fucking nonsense?!" 


Alexi felt nauseated This parody was too much for him fo endure. He needed some painkillers and silence. He 
needed a cigarette. The guys were acting really strange and he didn't have the nerve to follow them. The last thing 
he wished for was a quarrel over his health and the effect on his friends - especially Janne. Janne was damaged 


All, because of him. He grasped it, everything was his fault! 


He pressed the emergency button and a few minutes later, while Henkka and Janne were still arguing over Janne’s 
worries and sex adventures, the nurse appeared, and made the fuss stop. She reproached his friends for being so 
disrespectful and asked them out in order to provide him with the tranquility he needed - so as to process the 
information Janne so coldheartedly had divulged to him. 


What mattered to him, besides his health condition, was that he had destroyed Janne. He had exhausted him to the 
point where he acted totally unlke himself. Jane's condition was a derivative of his deadly addiction, combined with 
the clinging obsessive desire, when one feels neglected (because he is neglected). Janne was the innocent casualty. 
He did more harm to him than good, and still the keyboardist preferred this unwholesome situation, out of pure 
love for him. He didnt deserve any of it 


" | think you gotta stay away from me for a while., Alexi told Janne when they were back in finland "All I do fo 
you is hurt you.. | can’t take it anymore." 


İt hurt to see Janne gather his stuff and leave with tears in his eyes. Janne had kept asking for forgiveness for 
betraying him, but this was not the issue. Or, at least it felt so minor, in comparison to his own mistakes. He had 
nothing to forgive Janne for. Actually, it was him, who should beg for forgiveness, for messing up his nerves, health, 


patience, dignity, unselfish care and love. He was so ashamed; he couldnt even bear to look at him straight in the 
eyes, let alone talk to him. Janne would be better off away from his decadent lifestyle. Janne was decent and 
caring - and despite the fact that Alexi honestly cared for him, he somehow veered off track and showed him 
nothing of what he had inside. Insidiously, his drinking habit had distorted his true self. Janne didn't deserve any of 
this. 


Alone in his flat, he was hooked on his guitar. I was his only outlet when stress took over and the negative 
thoughts conquered his mind triumphantly. Every note he tried was so heartfelt, reflecting his volatile psyche. Now 
and then he flirted with the bottle of Jameson he kept in stock. For the first few days he was back and was still 
on medication, he retrained from it, if his ordeal was ever to mean something.. But after he had taken the last pill 


the fuck! He could faste a little bit of anything. Maybe just a shot.? A beer? „Nothing? 


Henkka, Roope and Jaska called him all the time and dropped by in turns, to see how he was doing. He hadnt spoken 
fo Janne since the day he had told hm to stay away from him and his absence was loud. He missed him - at least 
he missed their shared creativity on the pentagram and the feeling their communion brought about. Intimacy had 
complicated their friendshp, and it was difficult to be near him, lke when he was with Henkka, or Jaska, or Roope. 
Everyone sensed it In vain he had tried fo fish for any information from the guys, of his well-being and 


whereabouts. 


"ff you want to ask something straight, go on and say it!', Henkka had rebuffed him, only to make him more 


obstinate, so as to clam up. 


" | could need some keys, you know.. For the new riffs | came up with." 


"Oh, | could help you, if you would Ike!", Henkka offered poignantly, only to make him flinch 


" For your information.. He is still in our band You can just give him a call. | can give you his number, in case you 


dont have it..", Jaska had added meaningfully, and Alexi lit a cigarette, in order to mask his discomfort 


" They are a bit crude stil, you know.. HI work on them by myself, before joining you at the studio..', he had ended 
up saying instead 


İt was amusing to be mocked, but beneath all the funny jibes, he knew that he was making things worse for 
everyone. It was so obvious that Henkka and Jaska would spur him towards Janne’s direction, at least for the sake 


of their band! As if telling him fo grow up and behave lke an adult because, after all, they were friends. He should 


go and find him. When he could summon the courage to face his fears, and when music asked for his celestial 
keyboard intervention (yes, that was the greatest excuse, he could cling to!) 


Ninthe 


He had consumed almost a bottle of whiskey, all by himself. The room around him spun a litte bit, but he took 
notice of it only when he had put his guitar aside, on the couch Perhaps it was a bit late, past midnight. It would 
have been painful for the neighbors to listen to his incessant shredding for the last ten hours. Ten hours smoke- 
tree, foodless but for half a bottle of Jameson! At least it was worth it. He had built the whole song in his mind 
and only needed the piano melodies. He needed Jame. 


Regardless of the hour, his tipsy condition and the lack of contact, he put on his leather jacket, strapped his guitar 
over his shoulders and left his flat on foot, in search of what he was looking for. 


After some time of walking in the late, autumn chill, he ended up outside Janne's house. He knocked on the door a 
couple of times and waited The time it took Janne fo open the door felt Ike an eternity. lh the meantime he had 
already started fo regret walking to his house drunk, with his guitar, but it was too late to take it back What if 
Janne was not alone? He would get pissed off, for sure - so slamming the door in his face could make up for his 
own arrogant behavior towards him before. 


A sleepy Janne in a white T-shirt and loose pajama trousers opened the door. Hs hair was untidy and he sported a 
two day growth He looked cute. He realized how much he had missed his face. Janne stood frozen, as if he had 
seen a ghost. Apparently he hadn't expected Alexi at his door, after so long, and after what had been said between 
the two of them. 


"May | come in?", asked Alexi, trying fo sound friendly, 


" Fs two o' clock" 


"I know.. Look. L” 


" Fs been two months, too." 


"Ah, yes, that too.. You know.. Forget about if. ld better go.. Didn't mean to upset you. Its late, so.. Goodhight!?", 


said Alexi and set out to walk away. 


"You re drunk"- that was not a question 


" Perhaps.. | was in a musical hiatus and didnt quite think of that.." 


"You stink of booze." 


"Id better go.. Sorry.. Bye’, and walked away, ashamed He heard the door slam behind him and then he felt alone 
enough to let a tear drop. 


He had made things worse. Janne hadnt allowed him in. It was so selfish and naive of him to take the keyboardist 
for granted Hs rejection was more than he could handle. He sat down, in the first suitable place he could find, 
desolate. He could not keep back his tears any longer, and gave into muffled sobs. He embraced his guitar so tightly, 
as if holding a beloved child in his arms, and kissed the neck He felt lonely. He started scratching the chords in 
some subdued kind of melody, only for his ears to hear, until his fingers froze. He had already sobered up, but had 
felt too exhausted to walk back home. He leant against the stone fence behind him and dozed off. 


Two strong arms pulled him up and out of his slumber. He nearly dropped his guitar. Was it the police, mistaking him 
for a hobo? It was still dark, but made out Janne's fiery eyes and stern face. 


"Come here, you idiot.', and dragged Alexi along with him. Hs voice had sounded lke a melody! He almost stumbled 
on the pavement slabs but Janne was there to steady his body upright and walking. " I was so fucking sure that in 
this condition you wouldnt be going far.. | was right." 


" You came after me?" 


" Dont be too proud of yourself. | felt sorry for you. You could easily get killed walking drunk in the night..", and 
they entered Janne's house. 


" That doesn't sound bad..", he said dejectedly and Janne stabbed him with an infuriated glare. 


Janne dropped Alexi on the couch and headed for the kitchen. The clock on the wall showed 330 in the morning 
They were alone. 


" You want a dhink?", he heard Janne's voice from the kitchen and instinctively was ready to scream, fucking yes! 
But then a little, desperate voice poured some logic in -Alexi, it's a test, do not fall into the trap! 


" Nol", he replied, proud of his strength 


Then Janne re-entered the living room holding a mug filled with something that resembled tea, at first glance, but 


soon discovered it was whiskey. Janne needed a drink to face him - how cool. 


" So, why did you come here?", he asked and sat opposite him, taking a long sip of his drink while gauging Alexis 
reaction with his dark eyes. Alexi stared at the mug dazed 


"kinda forgot.. No, | mean, |. | had some inspiration. And.. You know, | wanted your keyboard contribution." 


" So, you wanted us fo jam at two o clock in the night?" 


" Well, yeah, | mean.. Why not, we are in a band..', he tried to sound nonchalant and Janne closed his eyes 
disappointed, gulping at his drink 


" „So fucking arrogant." 


" What?" 


"I say that you don't admit a thing, do you? Too proud to be honest and admit the truth!" 


"l wrote a song and needed you.. Or, Ok. Maybe | needed you and wrote a sorg." 


" Better." 


"Look, | am sorry. | didnt mean to hurt you, but | did, in every fucking way. | really value what you did for me 
back in Oslo, even though | couldnt show you. | want you to know that. But when | saw you, so distressed and hurt, 
at the hospital, all because of me, | couldn't stand myself anymore, you know. | am an asshole, and always will be, | 
suppose, but | hate myself for hurting you..', he admitted finally. " Now, | would have a cigarette, if | had my 
packet." 


" | dont smoke, but could hook you up. Jaska left a packet two days ago.. You could use them." 


" No, | wont. I know that you dont lke it" 


" So what? Like it is any of my business?" 


"I dont want to do anything that annoys you." 


" Smoking is you. | know you'll do it anyway. Dont mock me to my face, lke it matters. Just do it outside. Hl be 


waiting for you here.', said Janne calmly and passed him Jaska's packet 


He smoked the cigarette in one drag and went back in the soonest possible. Janne had drained his mug of whiskey - 
not a drop left for him. Hs eyes seemed pretty bleary, his stance more relaxed He seemed easier to approach 
this way. Hs defense had a crack, and Alexi could coax his way into his soul, probably. If this was what he wanted. 
Meaning, was a numbed Janne what he wished for? Easy to fuck, easy to hurt? No! He should be very careful with 
him, if he at least respected the man. 


"Its late. Maybe | should be going. You look tired..', he thought it best to say, 


" So, you blurt out your feeble excuse and now you're going, as if nothing had happened at all. All cool, huh?", tipsy 


Janne said 


" Well, | could stay all night arguing and explaining..." 


" Then stay! Or does that unnerve you now? Being close to me, lke an ex of some sorts?" 


" No, thats not true. | don’t see you as an ex.. |. You are not my boytriend!", said Alexi and grimaced - then 
regretted his own words, because they sounded demeaning - so similar to what Janne had sounded like in the past: 


" Ok, Allu.. I get it Im sorry, | get emotional. You can go, | won't stop you. You dont owe me anything, were OK | 
accept your explanation, we are best friends. You can either stay, or go.. Ill go fo my bed and you can do 
whatever you want!", said Janne at last, apparently hurt. 


Alexi wanted to stay with him. He wanted so desperately to be close to him, but the more he tried to talk fo him, 
the worse it seemed he made things for them. It would feel far better if there was no grudge between them. They 


could rest and play some music when they woke up in the morning 


"l would like to stay, if it is OK with you..", said Alexi finally. 


"Its fine with mel", Janne tried to hide a faint smile that had taken shape on his face. It didn’t go unnoticed Alexi 


smiled back, so relaxed in a way, as to express himself freely 


" Ok, but Im not sleeping on the couch" 


" There is another bed in the guest room. But there aren't any sheets on it." 


"Shit" 


" Sleep wherever you want.. Im turning in" 


Alexi gave him some time alone, to settle down in bed When he was sure that Janne was asleep, he crept into his 
bedroom and under his covers, snuggling his lithe body close to his. Janne instinctively put an arm around his waist, 
buried his face in Alexis long hair and breathed in the air of smoke, booze and Fructis shampoo. Alexi felt content 
and relieved He smiled to himself and surrendered his body fo sleep. He was worn out. 


The mirror of truth. 
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The mirror of truth. 


"Im looking straight in the mirror of truth 


| am not immortal, Ive lost my youth"! 


Nite 


He was worn out. 


It made no difference that he had been slumbering for eight hours. It must have been the medication.. He felt 
crappy. His limbs ached, his back was stiff and in pain, he couldn't even move the muscles on his face without 
putting too much effort. The pain in his guts was ripping. If he vocalized the pain, he would be shrieking black- 
death curses for hours - and then Janne would be up and possibly devastated. So, he had better just shut the 
fuck up, like he always did and swallow the pills in handfuls, until the pain receded and he could wear a more 


humane expression on his face. 


‘Face' - a figure of speech, in his case. This was not what a human face should look like. It resembled a 
desiccated mask, like the faces of the mummies of the Pharaohs. The more he stared at the mirror, the more 
dejected he became. This face was not his anymore! He didn't recognize himself and it drove him crazy, like an 
Alzheimer patient, experiencing the same shock on a loop, every morning looking at the bathroom mirror; 


greeted by a stranger who mimicked his words and expressions. It was scary. This was not what he would wish 


to look like! These deep set eyes, carved in the designated spots on the elongated skull, were not the charming 
blue pools he was endowed with at birth. The tattered, deformed hole on this aged, porous canvas was not his 
voluptuous mouth granting irresistible smiles and fixating blowjobs. This nose was already failing and looked 
disproportionately huge for his narrow face.. But then, his face had shrunk so much, and any nose would look 
out of proportion for it. Where had this disharmony come from? As far as he had ever known, his family, his 
parents and sister, were beautiful people.. How did he diverge so dramatically? Was his face the actual Dorian 
Grey, manifesting all the vile consequences brought about by the atrocious lifestyle he had adopted 
throughout his life? All the bitterness, injustice, arrogance, wrath, indulgence and disappointment he offered to 
his loved ones while being active and sound? Was this his punishment? It felt as though his body sought 
revenge for neglecting and damaging it so thoughtlessly during the past twenty five years. 


The acute pain in his stomach tossed him from his mental drift, from remorse to raw reality. If he had a 
knife, he would voluntarily cut out his liver and burn it! So useless it had become - or even worse. So 


detrimental had he rendered it - written off, damaged beyond repair. Debris at an air-crash investigation site. 


He was dying - and this was irreversible. Unquestionable. The point was, when? The prospect of death sounded 
redeeming. He yearned for his death, now, as a means to salvation. He could not put up with this earthly 
nightmare any longer. It was a pity, one would say, because he was young, at the peak of his career, but he 


had had enough. He was not his actual age anymore. 


And he had hurt people with his stance and stubbornness. He had hurt his friends and they had spent so 
much time without speaking which was not what they deserved, after being together for more than half of 
their lives. His pride drove him to act like Lucifer - he was cast out, he dragged his mates along in his 
Downfall, without taking into consideration whether they deserved it or whether they could bear the 
psychological consequences, and then he ran away, leaving debris and broken hearts in his wake! He had so 
thoroughly crushed Janne's feelings - that Janne had not been himself for the last few years. He hadn't really 
contemplated how deeply he had affected the keyboardist; on the contrary he adhered to the excuse that 
Janne had not taken them seriously from the beginning, so there was no actual sense of duty or commitment 
between them; he had never asked Janne to do anything for him and his support was 100% his own decision. 
How pathetic, to put the blame on Janne instead of his huge Ego.. But Janne was here, even after the final rift 
between them. Even though one year had passed without any substantial communication, he had visited him 
and he was there, by his side! He didn't owe him anything, they had been pretty clear. Yet, there he was, 
offering his heart to him unrequitedly! If this was not a second chance, given to him by God, then what was 
it?! 


He had decided that the last face on earth he would wish to see was Janne's. In an evil way, Janne had earned 
this exclusivity. Had he not been so determined to go find him, despite their sad parting, and stand by him in 
these final moments - because he knew already that these were his final moments - he would not be assigned 


the painful tasks Alexi had in stock for him. Even so, Janne would still be the last sight of this world, before 


he closed his eyes forever. Despite the quarrels and the misunderstanding over the past five years, he was 
now aware of his faithful love. A love both unrequited and reciprocal in its own way, at the same time. Alexi 
had always loved him profoundly, even if his pride of late hadn't allowed him to show it. He was the only 
person to trust. No one else could tolerate him and his darkest side for so long, without flinching! 


He had to prepare him somehow, although he had no idea how this should be handled How does somebody ask 
another to participate in his death, as if it was a wedding party or a festival? Ask him to wait for him until he 
was ..gone? The idea crept the shit out of him, and he felt sorry for his mate in advance. He would hurt him 
even more than he had already so far, but there was no time left to contemplate it, so he had better hurry. 


Perhaps, this development could provide closure for Janne, too. 


Nihthe 


"| know Im gonna die, and strong light is all | see 


Ím still looking in the mirror, the angel it's me.."*2 


You and me, we're in this together now. 
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a a Chapter IT: 


You and me, we're in this together now. 


Janne waited for Alexi to wake up. He himself had woken up quite early, even for his standards, and waited for the 
guitarist to take his time. h the meanwhile, he slouched comfortably in the armchair, in front of his bed, with a 
mug of hot coffee in hand and studied Alexi while he was sleeping He seemed so serene, surrendered to his deep 
sleep. Apparently he had needed it, as it was well known that he had suffered from insomnia all his hife. Well, not 
so much, when he slept with him.. Now and then he snored a bit noisily, only to put a look of mirth on Jane's 
face, but otherwise, he was like an angel; a haggard, dethroned angel, but still beautiful and defintely irresistible. 


Was he happy? 


The conflict within him was colossal. Instinctively, he would answer YES, he was happy that Alexi had dragged his 
tiny ass to his house to make amends He was happy that he was lying in his bed! He was happy just to look at 
him.. But when he started thinking about things seriously, doubt surreptitiously crept in, just lke Alexi had crept into 
his bed the night before. What would these presumed amends‘ concern? He had no idea Were they for real, or was 
it his desperate hope speaking, lke a drowning man, grasping at loose straws and short ropes to save himself? How 
Alexi viewed their whole situation was still unknown to him. Alexi was the one wanting them to stop being close... He 
said that he was not his boyfriend, as if to take his belated revenge for the past, when Janne had been the 
reluctant one! That had felt awkward.. Had he recanted his decision, by crawling fo his side? Or was it just for the 
convenience of accommodation, since the other bed was not laid, and Prince-Alexi refused fo sleep on the couch? 
Was it wrong of him to put his arm around his waist? God, he felt so embarrassed as he recalled it 


And then, how would Alexi be, from now on? The first signs showed that he had relapsed to his old habits, so there 
would be no actual space for them.. Janne would end up as his guardian - of his stupidities and accidents. He could 
not go through with such a task. The more he recalled Oslo, the more it rendered him paranoid and hurt. Perhaps 
he should decline his body, if his soul would not be present with him. He resented him lost in a mist of alcohol and 
pills. Alexi was chasing his ghosts and did not care about anyone else around him. Janne included There was no use 


fo further degrade their bond 


So many things were left to be clarified, and postponing talking did him no good Purposefully, he made little noises 
in order fo wake Alexi and eventually face the problem together. 


Hs coffee mug was almost empty, but for a sp, when Alexi opened one blue eye, then another and smiled at him. 
Sunshine in Janne's heart. Hs smile always made him happy. It was a picture taken directly from the past. He 
wanted to cry and dive into his arms, as if nothing had really changed, but held back and remained put and 


expressionless, in his armchair. 


"l there coffee for me", Alexi asked, voice raspy due to sleep, and Janne automatically passed him his mug, for 
that last sip, before he stood up to go bring hm some more. 


Alexi drank it all and squatted on the bed, stretching his body lke a cat. Janne returned with the whole pot of 
coffee and sat opposite him on the bed He still had this serious look, only now it derived from his nervousness. Hs 
hand trembled while he poured him some coffee. 


‘Are you cold?", asked Alexi and Janne shook his head "Man, youre shivering.. What the fuck is wrong?" 


" „Everything! | think we should talk a bit, before anything else...?" 


" | thought there was some understanding yesterday..." 


" Dont postpone it! You know that there's stuff unresolved, and.. We have been ..more than friendly.. No matter 


whether you want fo ignore it, | cant" 


" Huh, so now you can’t?" 


" Allu, please.. Don't bash me! Things can't be just cool between you and me when we have been together.. when | 
have opened up fo youl | took my stuff from your house - now, who would have stuff at someone else's house? 
Who are we trying fo fool? The guys know about us and | feel so embarrassed when we're so messed up.’, Janne 
said and paused Alexis smile had already vanished from his face, giving way to a blank expression, uninterpretable. " 
| thought you didn’t want fo see me, you wanted to stay away from me, for all your fucked up excuses. It felt 
Ike a break-up! No, it was a break-up! Jaska and Henkka stood by me exactly like we have all done when a 
relationship ends, and one party is so devastated, that they need male pampering with booze and porn.. Only it was 
not about some girlfriend, and you were not there, because it concerned youl You are my ‘girlfriend! And they 
comtorted me, the whole time, because | was devastated. It felt so awkward, you know, but | came to terms with 
it - being with you and now being rejected by you. The guys also accepted the new reality, that new aspect of ... 
us, so to speak.. Henkka strived hard to accept that | am gay, bi whatever, for you, but he's managed it perfectly! 
Jaska left me cigarettes, because it hurt so much that he thought smoking would dull my pain, even though | dont 
smokel.. You didn't give a damn, just blurted curt words at the hospital, no explanation and then disappeared.. | 
don't think | deserve that", said Janne and his eyes welled with fears. 


" Janne..", Alexi placed a hand on his cheek, only fo make him freeze indecisive. "| don't hate you and | don't reject 
you. |. you know.. It seems Im too shy to admit stuff.. | know that | hurt you and sort of exposed you to the 
others, because of- you know.. me. Im sorry you had fo face the consequences alone, while | was passed out, 


either drunk, or hospitalzed.. | am indebted fo you, you know and desperately ashamed" 


" Why did you come here? | already know this shit youre felling me!" 


" Because | need you. | cant do without you. My life is empty without your presence. | need our music union. | hate 
fo admit if, and | am ashamed because Im a freak and don’t wish fo drag you down with me..." 


" So, its just for the band's sake, right?" 


"I didnt say that." 


"Oh, tuck, of course you did! So, what do you propose? Stay friends? | need to know. You told me Im not your 
boyfriend, but you sipped into my bed last night and my body ached, not to kiss you! What was it all about? 
Playing with me? Torturing me? Teasing me? Do you just want sex? What Allu?" 


"I love youl There you go! | said if! I love you. But | cant guarantee that you will not suffer.. | dont ever want to 
put you off. I know that | can't excite you, the way | have become, and that also hurts proud me.. But to cause 
you pain and make you put up with all my shit - man, that drives me nuts! And then, | don't know where this is 
going, between you and me. | mean.. As we grow older.. You are too normal to be wasted.. on something like me.. 
You might want to get a proper life, lke Jaska or Alexander did, a family.. You deserve if! | dont want to be an 


obstacle, or to damage your soul so much that you will be in no place fo.. you know..." 


" Alu, what the fuck are you talking about? Family and babies in the future’? What the hell has that got to do 
with us now? By choosing you Ive set my priorities! Is it so fucking difficult to see that? We have fo live for 
today, and let the future bring what it brings! What decision do you think you can make now?" 


" | dont know.. | am fucked up, / suppose..." 


" As for your condition..." 


" My ‘condition’ - you make it sound so grave..." 


"Oh, it is grave. Thats what worries me most. Not only me - the guys and your family worry as well, but you 
are aware of if, night? You need help! The doctors both in the States and in Norway were serious about your 


health, There's no use denying it! | want fo stand by you, | want fo help you get over it. So that you could, if you 


wanted, get married and have as many babies as you hke, in the future..", said Janne with a hint of a smi. 


" Qooohhh so cheesy.. Im gonna throw up!" Alexi mocked him and pinched his cheek." Perhaps its you who wants 
fo get married and have babies and stuff, after all.. | cant give you babies!", and came closer to Janne - their 


heads and thighs touched. 


" No, that would be scary. But you can give me someone fo admire and look up fo. You can be that. You have 
been that. My soulmate. My soul is complete next to you. | dont know how else I can describe it.. You can give me 
memories worth living, and a reason not to feel alone.. You can give music to cling to and adore.. Then, being 
intimate with you will be well worth the hell of it, no matter where we are and who we're with.. It will be 
something between us, that no one can take away - our private sanctuary. Our thing, on our terms and 
condltions..', said Janne and kissed him lightly on the lps. " All that matters is that we are OK with each other, and 


don't fight or le to each other..", and caressed Alexis cheek, running a finger over his trembling lps 


Alexi closed his eyes and returned the kiss eagerly, tongues entwining in a slow dance, lps touching smoothly - until 
he spilled his coffee all over Janne's body. 


"Shit. | was about fo say that | have been waiting for this moment the whole night - and then you ..uh! Clumsy 
idiot! Youve drenched me with coffee, which definitely is NOT what | have been waiting for the whole night", whined 


Janne to an amused and laughing Alexi 


İt annoyed him to have the moment spoilt: He took the mug away from Alexis hand and put it on the nightstand 
by the bed angrily. Then he took off all of his soaked clothes, dropped them on the floor by the bed and stayed 
naked, facing Alexi 


"| prefer you this way!", said Alexi seductively, stunned by the sight of Janne’s bare body and pulled him by his 
wrists. "/ think there is one part we have not discussed yet, and concerns you cheating on me, if | may use your 


own words." 


" Oh, no, not now.. Please..." 


"/ should want fo be mean to you, you know.. Punish you..", he said pawing Jane's chest, then pulling him onto 
himself, so that their torsos touched "| should get my own back, and render myself the last one fo fuck you.. So, 
my beloved Janne, please face down, on all fours, on the bed, | dont mind where, and don't say a fucking word, 
because, you are right, | love having sex with you, and thats what HI get now!", said Alexi triumphantly and stroked 


Jane's back, reaching for his peachy butt 


Janne complied without any complaint! 


Will you escort me? 
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a ea a Chapter I8: 


Will you escort me? 


Janne had grown the bad habit of smoking in the last couple of days. Never in his life had he indulged in the 
revolting ritual the way he had recently. Was he going through a late puberty? He was never into smoking; 
actually he loathed the taste in his mouth as well as the long-term consequences on the body, therefore he 
had never gotten into it, unlike fellow metalheads. He had always found it annoying in others - even Alexi! But 
then, he always excused Alexi's habits, because, in his eyes, such details, no matter how obnoxious or unfitting 


they might be, comprised the unique existence of him, his essence and he just adored him. 


Now, it was his turn to reek of smoke and choke on every deleterious drag he took of Alexi's cigarettes. But 
he didn't mind the bad taste and the sourness this time. He kind of needed it, because what Alexi had been 
discussing with him from the moment he had woken up was bitter, utterly outrageous and depressing, so he 


needed the distraction smoking provided him. 
He was not a killer! He might be naive, stupid, gawky, even romantic as well, but not that. 


It was not like he had been caught off-guard, when Alexi asked him to kill him - not phrased in those exact 
words, but sure this was the gist of it! He had come up with the same upsetting thought himself before; deep 
inside him, he knew that the days he would be spending with his WildChild, would be his final ones, and in a way, 
that's the reason why he had dared to meet him, after such a long time and sorrowful parting. He wanted to 
make amerds, to get closure for both of them, and he wanted to have some time with him, before parting for 


good. He wanted to tell him that despite being separate as of late, he had always loved and thought about him. 


Contemplating Alexis death was cold and hideous, but the medical records and his gradual deteriorating 
condition didn't leave enough space for hope. Well, science is always strict and insensitive and merciless; he 
constantly repeated it to himself, just to prepare himself for the inevitable.. This was it. 


Yet, deep in his soul, he clung to this faintest, meager hope which made human beings different from objects 
or animals, that actually, a miracle might work its magic; Alexi might come through his terminal illness and 
recuperate, restore his body and return to the living, to his fans and friends and family.. Meet his son, finally, 
give him his guitar himself.. And perhaps, there could be one day, when all this would be past and gone, that 
they might jam together again, Alexis guitar and his keyboards, in vital life-creating unison and pure harmony... 
He yearned for their music. Old videos of themselves, young and fresh, battling during a live show brought 


tears to his eyes Now. 


Alexi didn't seem to share that faint, meager hope. He had made peace with the Reaper, and all he was waiting 
for, was for him to beckon; then he would turn off the ‘switches’ of his body and set off on his eternal, dark 
trip to the unknown. He had been drifting, the last few hours, into the void, as if his actual cells had started 
disintegrating, leaving slits for his luminous soul to pour out of its fragile shell, and transcend the realms to 
other dimensions, where he might find the peace and understanding he had craved for throughout his earthly 
years, as Alexi Laiho. 


Janne could not bear the thought, that Alexi was not 100% present with him at that moment. He had always 
cringed about him being totally numb and absent-minded, when they had sex - and that might have been the 
reason for not sharing the last years. But now, that Alexi was literally drifting away, Janne was desperate for 
one of those compromising wasted-and-stoned sexual encounters and prayed he could capture the fleeing 


molecules of Alexi's essence and love them one last time, absorb his soul and body and carry him forever 


within himself. 


He started crying again And he lit another cigarette, under the cold, blue gaze he once knew so profoundly, but 
now was just an imitation of itself. He wondered if Alexi could actually understand his devastation and 
psychological collapse, or was he in communion with the Other World, excluding him again - him, the 


unenlightened one? 


"| can't", Janne broke off and his voice distracted Alexi from his trance." You are still here!" 


" What?" 


"| can't kill youl" 


" | know. You won't kill me. Just escort me.. | won't be living like this, whether you like it or not... 


" There might be.." 


" Janne. No. End of the story." 


" Please, let's.. Uh... Could we see another doctor?" 


" Are you deaf or dumb, or what?" 


" | love you.” 


" Would you do it then for someone that you don't love?" 


" You can't become someone that | don't love, and | wouldn't kill anyone, anyway! There must be another way 


out.. Please..", Janne caught up with Alexis train of thought and, burst again into sobs. 


" My Janne... You have always been so strong and realistic when you shouldn't and sensitive at times when 
your cold logic is demanded.. You enabled me to hurt and crush you so often, despite the fact that you saw 
the truth.. But now you can't see clearly. And your good heart does you no good.. My body is falling apart. | 


could be dead by tomorrow, anyway.. | really do wish so.. All | ask of you is to help me out, while | go...” 


"You are being so cruel to me. ls it a punishment? For leaving you?" 
g P g y 


" No. l'm no god to punish you, nor anyone else. l'm just.. not strong enough to be alone.. You know, at that odd 
moment... But if you leave, | can understand it. It won't change things, because l'll go, either way. I'll just be 
alone then, when | become comatose.. And perhaps sad.. Maybe scared..", and Janne jumped up, in an outburst 
of accumulated stress and emotion and smashed the glasses on the table, in his despair with a violent sweep 


of his hands, letting out a deep, anguished howl. 


" Why??lll Fuck! Why!!! Why did you have to end up like thislll??", he shouted, and collapsed to his knees crying, 
loud. " Why didn't you just grab one of the hundreds of chances!!! We were there! | was there! | would do 
anything for you! Why!?! Why, fuck.. Why..2" 


Alexi pulled his worn body up, to walk towards Janne, but the keyboardist motioned him to stop. He paused 
midway, leaning his weight on the table in front of him, like an old man would, weak and unstable. His eyes were 
glistening with rising tears. Janne puffed on the cigarette, and lit another immediately. All he wanted was to 
chain smoke his breath away, to burn his lungs right there and then and pass out, if there could be such a 


chance, instead of pondering Alexi's request and proving himself unable to decline it. 


" All these years | trusted that you would come around and fix yourself.. | believed in your strong will and | 
believed in you..", and took a long, hard drag of his cigarette. "| valued your wits, always thought you were 
clever, and after so many incidents and hospitals, and so much pain, you would somehow mature, and quit 


stuff.", he cried again now, afraid to look at Alexi. 


"Ive disappointed you..” 


" Yes, indeed. It was hard to accept that | lost the bet. | lost you to substances. | believed that music... the 


band.. me.. meant something, worth fighting for... | believed | was enough...” 


" You were more than enough! | just.. You know.. | couldn't get over my shit... 've battled all my life with my 


dark thoughts! You, more than anyone, know all my fears and demors..", said Alexi and stared at his wet eyes. 


" Yes.. But | thought you were getting over it.. You had seemed quite happy... We were happy..." 


" Were we? Janne, you became my guardian, my parent.. My lover shrank away! You acted more like that, 


smothering anything that could make us complete! | didn't know what we had become, anymore!" 


Bullshit! It might have taken me forever to fight off my prejudice and fears, but | did it, in the endl 


Remember how | used to panic at the mere implication of people knowing about..-", Janne paused. 


" Us. About us! Say it! Still hesitant?" 


" US! About us! I'm not hesitant anymore! You know that and cut me some slack Alexi! | fought off that 
demon! But it was replaced by another one! Failure and disappointment! Whenever | saw you destroying one 
more bit of yourself, it was another failure for me..", and Janne paused to muse on the sad memories of his 
father reprimanding him for his choices that would lead to his failure. "Failure has always been my biggest 
fear. So | decided to stop it. Stop caring about you, since you didn't care yourself. No failure. ..A pretty bad 
decision because you drifted astray, beyond recovery.. And | wasn't there for you..", Janne burst into sobs 


agai n. 


" Janne.. Didn't mean to make you sad.. Just talking..", and Alexi put his thin hand on Janne's nape, pulling him 
towards himself with affection. 


" Oh, easy to talk without consequences..", and Janne extracted himself from Alexi's grip and sat down, on the 


floor. 


"It wasn't your fault.. There was nothing you could have done, because.. You know.. This is me, baffled, shy, 


dark, stressed, over-reacting, in denial Alexi.." 


" | should have been there for you. | should have persisted, not just accepted..", Janne said and gasped for air. 


He was totally destroyed. Alexi took notice of his unstable mental state and stepped hesitantly closer to him. 


" | think I've got something for us..", he said and presented a small bag of weed. With unsteady movements he 
prepared them a joint. Then he sat down, on the floor, next to Janne and lit it. 


" That's better. Take a drag. It helps with the pain. It is therapeutic, you know..", and passed it to him. 


Janne inhaled deeply and let the smoke mesmerize his body. His tense muscles relaxed and he slumped onto 
Alexis shoulder. No sooner had the smoke fogged his brain cells than reality appeared in another, distorted 
perspective - as if coming round after a terrible hangover, the year could have been 2004, Alexi looked 


angelic and beautiful and nothing really mattered. 


" OK... | might do some of what you asked.. | might help you get there.. But on one condition" 


" What?" 


" We make love one last time-" 


" -Janne, my body isn't-" 


" Shh... | don't care about your body. It is you that | care about. Your soul. Please. Let me have something, and 
| will be there for you." 


" OK 


Ninthe 


" „Dont you forget about dying, don't you forget about your friend death, dont you forget that you will de.. ny 


Abnormal normalcy and the devil inside. 


Author's Notes: 
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Se Chapter 19: 


Abnormal normalcy and the devil inside. 


The night he got the results of his blood tests and scans, he couldn't sleep. Hs thoughts buzzed around the doctor's 
words, like a fly over a smelly pile of shit 


He had felt pain again and vomited blood That's how it had started Hs so called girlfriend’ had not shown much 
interest, nor concern and Janne was back in Finland He had to call a cab to go to the hospital, on his own. The pain 
had been unbearable and he was rushed in for scans and tests. He waited patiently, Ved in the hospital bed, begging 


the rurses for painkillers. They gave him some, but he asked for more. 


İt was the first tme in the last three years that he had felt so forlorn The phone hadnt rung once. Hs ‘girlfriend 
hadn't texted him once - he wondered whether she had even noticed his prolonged absence, or was she doing it on 
purpose? The fuck - he was staying at her place so she should be aware that he hadn't returned home that night! 


Had she ever cared for him at all, apart from ‘advertising’ themselves for their own social media reasons? She 
used him and he used her and their situation was quite relieving at that time. It went along with the kind of 
normalcy suggested from ‘above: He had needed something different and less parenting. He had needed to be 
someone who could be responsible for his own actions without further care, or special treatment - and Janne and 
the other guys had been constantly patronizing towards hm lately.. Coaxing him to see a specialist, take care of his 
addiction.. He didn’t want to see a shrink. He didn’t want to end up in rehab! They made him drink more, with their 
suppressing stance! They made him feel weak and irresponsible. Like he didn’t deserve that, but.. Anyway. With her, 
it was different. 


"A girlfriend? Are you sure son?", his mother had asked him quite astonished, if not worried, on the phone, when 
they had spoken 


" Yeah, why not? You think | dont deserve it?" 


" Im not saying anything like that, honey!" 


" Huh? She likes me, | lke her - she is really hot - so thats it, end of the story!", Alexi ranted 


" „What about Janne?", his mother dared to asked him, only fo fuel his wrath However, he tried fo contain himself. 


" Jame is our keyboardist. " 


" Alexi, dont treat me like a fool! | know who he is!" 


" Well. He's not anymore.. Were not.. He prefers the role of a father to me, lets put it that way.", he stopped 
his sentence implying the rest. It didn’t feel right articulating such words about Janne - it still hurt somehow. 


"Oh, | see.. So you are into girls now.. | guess you know what youre doing!" 


"Ido - thanks mom!" 


She - his girlfriend - was amazingly beautiful and held a hell of an important position in the metal business, which 
was pretty convenient for everyone. All the guys gaped at her model-lke appearance, and then she surprised 
them with her ties to the big names of the metal scene. He, himself had been intriqued She had been drawn to him 
Ike a magnet - he had wondered what had attracted her to him so fervently! Was he so lucky as to date 
someone so far out of his league? They drank and partied a lot, maybe they fucked.. With help or no help (he had 
no recollection). Yet. They were apparently not meant to last long. The deepest thing they had shared was their 
mutual love for Slayer and coke. Man, she had contacts, and he had partied pretty damned hot! 


However, when the lights were out and he had to retreat to her -their- bed, he was desperately alone. If he was 
fit (and stoned) enough, to provide her with some satisfaction, it would be a bearable night. Otherwise, if his body 
dart respond to her call, out of fatigue or loathing, he would suffer the worst humiliation He preferred the toilet 
floor to her bed, with a bottle of Jack and fuck his body with alcohol, all night. He missed Jane's reassuring hug, 
before yielding fo sleep. Where was his beautiful sad keyboardist? What was left of him? „And the shouts outside 
the door would keep on forever.. Hell.. He would numb himself with whiskey, fo become resilient to her yells. And 
that little private detail would pretty much explain why she ended up with a guy like him. He had proven himself to 


be rather tolerant of her roller coaster moods. 


Why should he put up with such a demeaning attitude, though? Because his bandmates’ over-protectiveness was 
even more hurtful and humiliating They tended to pamper him like a naughty child, and when he relapsed, their 
disappointment was so pronounced in their expressions that he didnt dare look at them. At least, she fed him dope 
and everyone was satisfied Or, sort of satisfied. He could tolerate being belittled He clung to the hope that once 
he returned to the studio with his bandmates, in Finland, he could sober up and do something productive. The guys 
might have forgotten their patronizing ways towards him, and everything could roll on fine again for some time. He 


could share and shred some music with Janne... 


He missed Janne a lot. But Janne had grown tired of his bpolar behavior, and the new girl's existence rendered him 
redundant, in a way. He hadnt claimed anything; on the contrary, he wished the very best for him, maybe with 
some bitterness, as far as his decision fo stay in the States with this woman was concerned. However, he wasn't 


that positive about the whole situation 


" We had sex the three of us together! You remember it, don’t you, or were you totally stoned? The three of us. 
At the same time.. | wouldnt like it for my partner.. So, no, Allu, | wouldn't trust that she is serious about youll", 
Janne had strongly expressed his opinion about her, after a kinky night. 


That night.. How embarrassing.. Did that really have to happen? 


She had blown both men, then Janne had done sex to her, only to give his place to Alexi in order to finish her off. 
The night had closed with Janne and Alexi blowing one another in a 69 position, in front of her bleary but horny 
eyes. She seemed fascinated with the two men together - the way she stared at them with fiery eyes.. Janne 
knew that all of this was nothing but a veneer, but he respected Alexis need' for some ‘cover’ and ‘change: Maybe 
he, himself had needed some normalcy in his life, after all. Who knows? 


Janne had left him behind - or was it Alexi who had let him go? It didn't matter, because the result was the same: 
Alexi was now alone in a hospital in California, and Janne was in Finland with their friends. They hadnt fought, there 
was no grudge between them; only disappointment, on the keyboardist side, for his continuous relapse. 


He wished Janne were there, sitting uncomfortably on the hospital chair next to him, as he had done so many 
times in the past, but he was not He peeked at his cell phone, but no text had been received Well, he could 
always text him first, but he was too proud to reach out to him and reveal that he was sick and needed him. If he 
knew Janne well, he would be tremendously worried. If things had been better between the two men, Alexi would 
bet that Janne would have taken the first flight to the States, just to be near him! He still would, if Alexi texted 
him, even under these circumstances. So, it would be heartless of him to put Janne in pointless distress again. 
Though the thought nagged him; he hated being alone. It feared him to be alone, dejected, as it had always done, 
since he was really young! Especially now, that the news he had received was not so positive.. He thought that 
loneliness was a huge void, like death, and now that real Death approached, he would be making things easier for 


Him, if he were forlorn and desolate... 


The doctor had announced the grave news to him about the condition of his health, the following morning. He 
pointed out the urgency for rehabilitation Alexi got scared and angry that the guys were proven night (again), while 
he only wanted to be strong and in control of himself. t seemed that his body had a mind of its own and had 
grown sick of his decisions. Hs organs started fo fail That's what the doctor had said He didnt want to listen to 
him anymore. He had accepted the strong medication and promised fo seek help - but the only thing he had in his 
mind was to plan his one way ticket back to Helsinki, without notifying anyone. Well, maybe his sister, so that she 
could pick him up from the airport He had booked the ticket while still in his hospital bed, with the sole company of 
his cell phone. 


On his return to his girlfriend's‘ house, he came across no one. She would not be expecting him. It pissed him off - 
but then he was sort of relieved that he wouldn't have to explain about the stuff the doctors had come up with, 
He saw two used wine goblets on the coffee table, in front of the couch, one next to the other - one stained with 
her pinkish lipstick. There was an empty bottle of red wine, and an ashtray piled with cigarette-butts, half of which 
bore her lipstick traces. She had not been alone. Even better. Spontaneously he hoped that someone at least had 
given her pleasure that night, if not in general! 


He dragged out his big suitcase and stuffed it with his clothes and personal items - or at least all the things that 
were necessary and could fit in He could leave behind his toothbrush, and some funky colorful T-shirts she had 
bought him. Hs shampoo and his shaving foam - haha! A ring she had bought him as well. He packed his two guitars 
and amps and hailed a cab. He would be staying in a hotel room by the airport until the day of his flight back to 
Helsinki, in two days. He also removed his USA sim-card from his cell phone and threw it in a public trash bin 
outside the hotel, in order to replace his old finnish number. It still functioned 


Back in Finland, he stayed at his apartment for quite a long time, alone. He just roamed from room to room, 
staring at his personal belongings from a new perspective; trying to view himself using them in his new reality. 
Touch his guitars and being sick. Lie on his bed dying. Touch Janne’s keyboard left behind with trembling failing fingers 
See the mirror in the bathroom reflect a hollow pale husk instead of the two fresh men in love. He needed the 
solitude, so as to digest the new data He was sick. It may also turn terminal if he didn’t take action immediately! 
He should visit a doctor here, too, and seek advice, if there was any, for his own sake. Looking at his reflection in 
the mirror he could only see a haggard man, twenty years older than he actually was, staring back at him. He 
hated himself. All he wanted fo do was kick his failing body and spit at his image - gay, stupid, inadequate! ...Was 


there any time for salvation? 


Janne found him by chance. He had come to his house in order fo pick up some personal items he had left behind, 
but now needed for some reason He opened the door, only to find Alexi sitting, silent in the dark, with a glass of 
some alcoholic beverage in his hand He was surprised - definitely hadnt expected to find him there. 


" Allu?" 


" He y! Yeah.. Me." 


" When did you come? You dant call." 


"Its been a week.. | was gonna call you.." 


" Well. Dont sweat it... Its Ok..", and Janne patted his thin arm. "Are you Ok? You seem pretty ..dark? Are you 
drinking?" 


"| will sober up. End of the story..", he told Janne bitterly, not daring to look him in the eyes and emptied his glass. 


"/ would so love to believe you, Allu.." 


" This time | will manage it" 


He had registered Jane's disbelief, no matter how well the keyboardist tried fo mask if. It annoyed him. Janne’s lack 
of trust pissed him off, but, well, he deserved that, too. 


And it hurt him. Because no sooner had he gone public about his abstinence from alcohol, than he ended up getting 
wasted again He had woken up again, alone in his bed, in a pool of bloody vomit, surrounded by empty bottles of 
Jameson and Jack Daniels. What day of the year was it? It didn't matter - all that mattered was to take his pills 
- the painkillers. And slumber alone, until the next determined resolution to sober up. He was only grateful that 


Janne was not around to witness his mess again 


Perfection, some twisted selection, that tangles me to 


keep me alive.. 
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Perfection, some twisted selection, 


that tangles me to keep me alive.‘ 


Janne was very tender with him. He treated him like a delicate, priceless object - yearning to caress, afraid to 
touch for fear it fractured. This was a moment of utmost importance so he wanted it to be perfect. He 
oscillated between contradictory feelings, exuberance and dismay, lust and loathing, desire and disappointment, 
eagerness for culmination and the need to prolong the intercourse.. But above all it was deep love he felt. He 
ought to stretch out the moment, because afterwards he was expected to keep his promise, which was pretty 
hurtful, yet still a promise he could not go back on 


He had sensed Alexi's tension and shame, as the latter stood before him, his back towards him. He hunched his 
shoulders, face looking downwards, hair drawn forward to conceal his deformed characteristics and hollow 
cheeks. Janne leant forward and carefully tucked a fair lock behind his ear, so as to reveal a little bit of his 
waxy face. He was well aware that the sight would be disheartening, and that his adorable WildChild was long 
gone, but his mind unearthed an image from the past, when Alexi had looked fresh and sexy and so vibrant, in 
order to anchor to something that he was familiar with. It was not like appearance would matter for his 
stimulation - it had become more of a mental issue for him. The mere knowledge that his Alexi was there for 
him, standing before him, flesh and blood, rendered him intoxicated and stiff, without even looking at him! If he 
should think of Alexi, the first impression conjured was when he had accidentally mistaken him for a girl, upon 
their very first meeting, initiating the tsunami of emotions and tough revelations he had experienced since 


then. 


He ran a finger along Alexi's jawline and down his neck The smaller man shivered, mouth gaping. Janne touched 


his mouth with that same finger and buried his face in Alexis hair. 


" Hey... Please... Relax. It's me. Don't feel ashamed... | know you. I've always known you..", he whispered in his ear 
reassuringly, trying to approach him, and took a step closer behind him, nearly engulfing the thin frame. Alexi 
didn't respond, only let a tear drop, which moistened Janne's fingers. " Allu... Please, don't cry." 


" | just." 


"Am | doing something wrong?" 


" No, of course not.. It just doesn't feel right...” 


" Should | stop?" 


" No.. God, forsake me, | want you.. That's not the reason.. l.. You know.. lm not who you expect me to be. And 
it hurts me", he replied sadly, and Janne kissed his gaunt cheek " I'm not me anymore... I've become something 


else.. A mutant of my former self", Alexi confessed and glanced sideways at Janne. 


" | know who you are, Allu. And | know what you look like. | know all your beautiful moles and ugly scars, all 
over your body. | know what you taste like.. | don't need to look at you to get horny for youl", Janne said 
softly and Alexi let out a grunt of amusement. " | have always felt this way about you, no matter where and 


who we may have been with these last years.", and kissed him on his lips. 


" Will you ever forgive me?" 


Never - was the first response that Janne thought of, but he preferred something less foreboding: 


" Maybe. Maybe | already have... | don't regret one single moment with you..", and Alexi sniggered as he leant 
against his lover's body. 


" You are so bad at lying, Janne... | still hope you will forgive me some day...” 


Janne took a step back and removed his shirt, revealing his hairy chest and loose abdomen to Alexi. He wanted 
to show him that he was not the slender youth anymore, yet he felt at ease with him and he desired him, 
despite the changes time had brought. 


Alexi took a fleeting glance at him, sideways, too shy to turn around and face him, too reserved to release his 
arms from his torso and relax. Janne needed to make him more comfortable. Using his adept fingers, he 


caressed his nape trailing down his back. He sensed Alexi's shiver of rejoice, though he tried to suppress it. 


With slow but confident moves, Janne unbuttoned Alexis shirt and pushed it back, so that it slipped off the 
bony shoulders and uncover his thin and tortured back. His ribs were in prominent array on either side of his 
spine, like the keys of his piano, asking for his touch. He placed his fingers, mimicking the notes of their 
‘Downfall *2 song. Alexi sighed and stiffened embarrassed for unvesting in front of someone he loved. Janne 
was quick to sense it, though, and leant forward to adeptly place his lips on his collarbone, which left Alexi no 


space for regrets. 


Then he wrapped his arms around Alexi, from behind, pulling him closer, till their bodies touched, leaving no 
space between them; spooning him, like old puzzle pieces that still fitted perfectly. Alexi wriggled, but it was 
out of unexpected desire. His reaction encouraged Janne to kiss him deeper, on his lips, forcing his tongue into 
the dry gap of his mouth. Alexi was slow to respond so Janne started caressing his chest, heading downwards, 
to his belly and the medical equipment that was attached there. Alexi broke the kiss terrified and stepped 
away, as if To hide his defective body out of shame. 


i Hey.. It's Ok | can see it. Its Ok.. You don't have to worry.. It doesn't matter to mel", he tried to sound 


reassuring to Alexi and carefully placed his palm on the smaller man's abdomen. 


He could see Alexis heart beat fast under his transparent skin. 


" Please, Allu... | know you're shy..", Janne went on. 


" You see why | can't..", said Alexi and his eyes filled with tears again. 


" Come here..", Janne prompted him, forcing him into his embrace. He pressed him against his body, like 
cuddling a teddy bear, only more intimately. " | won't embarrass you.. We'll be careful.. It's OK that you got 
this.. Honestly, you don't put me off..", and placed Alexi's hand on his bulging groin." You see? Feel? | love you 


the way you are! | want you. So relax!", and kissed him again. 


Alexi responded to his kiss with a faint smile and fumbled between his thighs with rekindled interest. Janne 
moved his hand lower, to unbuckle Alexi's belt, unzip his loose trousers and peel down his tight underwear. He 


could feel him grow stiff. He groped his erection and gripped it firmly, only to make him even harder. 


" | have been waiting for this moment the whole night!", Janne exclaimed the words he had become so used to 


expressing in the past and Alexi smiled at him. 


"I've been listening to that my whole life, it seems..", said he and turned around to face him. " But | love it." 


Alexi placed his thin arms around Janne's neck and kissed him languorously, pressing his emaciated body and his 


stiff cock against his partner's thigh, rubbing meaningfully. 


Janne's trousers felt too tight suddenly. With one quick yank he removed them and responded to Alexi's 
courteous embrace. They stayed naked like this for a couple of minutes, savoring each other's warm skin, 
clinging to each other and not letting go, because this would be their last time, they both knew it - and it hurt 


too much to be aware of such painful knowledge. 


Alexi detached himself before things became too sentimental and opted for a lustier twist. He didn't want Janne 
crying his head off right there. They were supposed to make love - not grieve and cry! Alexi knelt down, in 
front of the keyboardist and licked the tattoo with his initials, on the inner side of his thigh. Janne smiled with 
satisfaction. Then Alexi took Janne's throbbing erection in his mouth, sending shivers down the taller man's 
spine and provoking moans of pleasure. It was kind of unexpected and Alexi took satisfaction in surprising Janne, 
which was a trait of his real character - the Alexi Janne had always been in love with. Moreover, undoubtedly 
Janne loved his blowjobs, which was another part he had forced himself to forget and abandon haltheartedly, 


and only at that moment was he eager to re-discover. 


Before things became too difficult for him, Janne stopped Alexi, pulling him gently up, kissing his mouth. It was 
his turn to offer Alexi the same treatment, like he had always done, when he would take over the controls. If 


he could get Alexi to come, then it would take him three seconds to finish. 


Janne's tongue played with Alexi's stiff member, licking the swollen veins, the succulent head and the tender 
skin that sheathed his shaft. Then he sucked it all with his mouth, slowly in the beginning, only to accelerate 
before take off! Alexi moaned hard - no, he screamed Janne's name, as he released his cum, straight down 
Janne's throat. Janne tongue-played with the gradually deflating bulge, before pulling off. Alexi was gasping for 
air, mouth sensually agape, writhing vulnerably in Janne's arms, before collapsing, utterly worn and squeezed 
off his juices. 


Janne held the expended body in his arms and cradled him for a few minutes, as he placed him on the bed, 

before lying behind him, on his side, so that his body spooned Alexi's. Alexi had surrendered to him and was 
perfectly relaxed. Janne on the other hand was hard, craving for release. He coaxed one hand down, between 
Alexis thighs and fumbled his way to his crevice. Alexi tensed instinctively, as if reluctant to grant Janne 


access to explore and arouse his body. 


" Allu..", Janne whispered in his ear, and Alexi relaxed." | need you so badly...” 


" Please, do it then..." 


One lubricated finger in, then a second, trembling one.. Alexi breathed deeply and bucked his hips for Janne. He 
was horny again. Janne stroked him and he moaned. Then Janne eased himself into his body, and strived hard, 
not to ejaculate immediately, because his urge was overwhelming, but he desperately wanted to delay, savor 
every bit and essence, make Alexi come one more time - and make it worth! He needed to remember the 
pressure of every single thrust, he needed to absorb every slight sensation before filling the frail body with 


his essence! 


Lost forever. 
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Lost for ever. 


it was a parody, he thought fo himself. Everything had become a parody, and Alexi was not himself anymore. He 
was hellbent on un-doing himself, unwilling to open his eyes, ears, whatever, deadly stubborn! Alexi was a dead man 
walking obstinately alone, by himself, not accepting anyone's help, not asking anything at all, not admitting his 
disability. He was already dead, but it seemed he wouldn't give in to the Reaper's grp yet, and instead mock 


precious life when there were others out there who valued it 


He could not be part of it any longer. Hs heart was broken into a thousand pieces, and he felt inadequate 
insignificant. Alexi didn't take his pleas seriously - like he ever had. He knew that Alexi loved him, and somehow 
trusted him, but his trust had waned over the years, his interest had been satiated and Janne's presence had been 
degraded to being taken for granted, which was deplorable. What Janne got in return now was nothing compared to 
what they had had He could not desecrate what he held dearest, close to his heart. It was pretty obvious. This 


was it 


" l know you love hm.. And | will always respect what you two have had.. But look at youl Where are you now? 
Where is he? Janne, you should fake care of yourself and move forward. He takes all the love and you get the 


sorrow! It's not fair.. You have so much fo give. And I love you. | love you and I accept you the way you are.." 


" Gay for Alexi?" 


" Even that. But not gay for me!" 


" Yeah.. Apparently | can function." 


"k it only ‘function, because | thought there was more to it." 


" Well, | cant function if there is not more to if, so.. Thank you!" 


Ninthe 


Alexi kept staring at the latest tests, gripping his glass of wine tightly. He had managed to make things worse. 
Congratulations! How could anyone understand him or approach him, if he didn’t understand himself? How could he 
fight off his demons, if they didn't have a face? The only face he recognized, and could turn against, was his own! 


Was he his own worst enemy after all? 


When he was younger, his difficulty to conform to the rules of society was his demon. He diverged from what his 
family would call normal: Was it his underlying controversial sexuality? Was it his extreme thoughts and macabre 
aesthetics? Was it just his inferiority complex about being short, slight of built, effeminate and pale as a ghost? All 
that summed up together? He had been angry about everything he was endowed with - but for his guitar skills 
Growing up and reconciling himself fo all that he couldnt change, he thought he would cool down and finally settle. 
But then partying had started claiming bits and pieces of himself - and perhaps that is why he thought that he had 
reconciled to things he couldn't change. He was too baffled to even understand the difference - but then he was 
young, fresh and sexy; he could do anything - and everything was acceptable! And he had found Janne.. He was 
gay for Janne. He had struggled to win him over. He fought his conscience for him. He opened up his body to that 
man, he gave him everything - at a high cost to the taller man, though He had made Janne pay a heavy price 


Just to have him, as being with a man like him was a disastrous hell 


All that he created was a disastrous hell. Maybe ths was the toll for living with so many defects. Alcohol helped a 
lot Alcohol was the means. He was well aware of the disastrous consequences, yet he couldn't rid himself of this 
crutch, He would feel naked and exposed - and then everyone would notice how short, how small, how feminine, 


how abnormal and delicate and crazy and fucked-up he was. 


Janne had known all about this. And he had silently accepted it all by loving him. He had accepted all the pain Alexi 
caused him, with the prospect of his recovery. It had come to him in a flash that Janne wanted to be sanctified 
somehow by healing poor fucked up Alexi - and the thought had driven him even crazier, mad at the keyboardist 
fo the point that he was reluctant to open up to him any longer. Janne would be hurt and disappointed and he in 
return would become perversely satisfied by feeling disappointed in himself for disappointing his partner. It was a 
vicious circle - and it ended up with Janne being driven away from hin, by a tierce centrifugal force. Janne had 
turned to another person - it had been too long since he last laughed.. He had been bitter and sullen for a couple 
of years until. 


Until he found a new refuge. Janne introduced his new girlfriend to them - and this was the end for Alexi Alexis 
universe collapsed with this simple introduction. He could sense when things were serious. Janne had taken his 


revenge, without even realizing if! 


Alexi had soaked himself in tears and alcohol over the following weeks. He needed fo punish his body and himself 
for driving Janne away. Another vicious circle, he was well aware of. Perhaps this had been the demon, in the first 
place! Should he commit suicide, right there, right then and stop the vicious circle - and Janne's feelings, or, what 
was left of them, anyway? Kill himself and leave everything and everyone behind! The thought was nagging - hke it 
had been nagging when he was nineteen But no! He had promised Jaska and his parents that he wouldn't try to do 
it again! He was too proud to go back on his word and disappoint more people - like he hadn't already, a thousand 


times! 


Well, his body got him out of this stalemate and took control of the execution of the designated plan’ instead of 
him, without classifying it as ‘suicide: So gay are you that you cannot do me inl, his body had spoken to him, and 
started malfunctioning Lets play with this now! Ok, they will get sad, but they will get over it! They will be 
relieved at the same time, because all you are is a piece of shit that brings them sorrow, keeps them 
anchored to toxic stuff and bitter stress, without the prospect of recovery! his body had continued cruelly. So 
what I'm gonna do is urge you on with our addictions! Feed me with poison and | will shut down your liver - 
cut the wire - and then | will puncture your redundant stomach - as if you need it, anyway since you omit 
eating. | do not think that your pancreas is of any use - besides it is connected to this failing liver, so 


inevitably it will short-circuit and burn itself out.. Oh, forgot about your colon.. Do you really need that - 
apart from, hmmm.. you know! Stuff you used to do with Janne! Hahal? Let's make it worse, irritate it after 
your erratic and erroneous nutrition - and leave behind a grimmer corpse! It won't take long - the 
degeneration, once commenced, will proceed as planned! All you have to do is pretend you are OK and shut up - 
lock everyone out - pretend you are happy, get married, (like HE did) pretend that you are in control of this 
shit of a body you have, like you have always shown to everyone.. But as for Janne.. Janne must go away 
because he is the only one to see and would be the only one who could potentially stop the plan.. Though, | 
think you are too blind to admit it even to yourself, you faggot! Hahahaha.. 


Are you satisfied now, Alexi? Is the demon content? 


The band had disbanded. Hs heart was shattered to pieces. 


| still feel the pain, | still feel your love. 
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Soa ARREST EON AD PEt RE Se OS Chapter 22: 
| still feel the pain, | still feel your love. 


The pain was excruciating, and Alexi was bleeding all over. Sex had taken its toll, but Janne thought it was 
worth it. If truth be told, he now felt somehow relieved, and released, although tears spontaneously welled up 
in his eyes, and there was nothing he could do to stop them. He helped Alexi clean his body and wash the blood 
away.. Alexi could barely stand upright, but Janne was there to support him. It felt eerie - helping him wash 
away all the human fluids, as if preparing a corpse for the funeral.. He shook his head to exorcize the thought, 
because it was so real, and honestly, that was the truth of it. Alexi was going for good. 


" So, | leave and go find your boy.. | take your CKY and the bunch of paperwork you gave me and tell him 
everything.. | will be there for him, whatever he needs. | could support him financially if he needs it..", Janne 
blabbered to a drowsy Alexi, if only to dress the silence with some noise. It was so obvious that Alexi had 


drifted again. "Please Allu.. Are you still with me?" 


" Yes... | can hear you.. You do everything for Aleksi.. There is a bank account, in my name... Give him the 


money. | have made some arrangements with the bark It's all in the paperwork." 

" Maybe | should tell your parents, the guys." 

" Tell them what?" 

" About Aleksi?" 

" Tell whoever you need to.. Only.. Don't go public.. For his sake.. He's just a child.” 


" So, what else is there to do...?" 


" Tell Henkka and Jaska that I'm sorry.. That | love them and that we did the right thing, me retracting from 
the COB rights... Thanks..." 


" Allu..." 


" Tell them that | don't hold any grudges against them. Now please, let's get done with it.. Now that | am still 
happy to have ..you.." 


Janne picked up the pills. He passed them to Alexi, along with his sleep medication and helped him roll a big joint 
they could share. 


" Do you want some booze?", Janne asked him, unable to believe that it was he himself pushing him to his 
vices this time. 


Alexi smiled at him. They had been the ‘Booze Brothers’. 


" Quite contrary to your usual self, Janne love.. Did it have to take you so long..", but he started grimacing in 
pain. He coughed and brought up a clot of blood, spitting it into the sink. " But, yes.. A drink would be fine.. Just 


fine..." 


" Get your pills, Allu.", said Janne decisively. " What is the ..process?", he asked and poured them a glass of 


whiskey. 

" Il take them all.. Mix them.. Become comatose... Stop breathing.. And eventually my heart will stop", he 
described the process his doctor had explained not so long before, without any sentiment. He tried to be cool, 
for Janne was already crying, even though he strived hard to appear compliant. " Hey... | know it hurts. But it's 
for the best, if you love me.. You'll be free, too..” 

" | still think of myself as a murderer..." 


" No.. No.. You'll be long gone before | go. You won't know!" 


" Ill stay by your side until you're out. I'll leave then, when you don't have any contact. And I'll inform your 
sister.” 


" Thanks, Janne. Thanks for everything... And.. | love you.. Don't forget it..." 
"| love you, too, Allu... | love you.", and kissed him. 


So that was the plan And he made peace with it. Both did. They gulped the whiskey silently, smoked the joint. 
They lay on the bed together, looking at each other and embraced for the last time. Janne played their 


'Hatebreeder'*? album, with tears in his eyes. It seemed that Alexi did not notice.. And he was too silent, by 


‘Towards Dead End'*?. Through bleary eyes, Janne checked the date on the laptop. It was late at night, 23.38, 
28" December 2020. 


Ghosts 
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His driving was sloppy and dangerous, as he could not see clearly through his tears. But it was very late - or 
very early in the morning, considering that it was past midnight - and there were no other cars in the 


streets, because of the winter snow, the time of the year and the COVID-I9 pandemic. 


Hastily he had packed Alexi's stuff into the boot of his car, watching out for unwanted witnesses, and hastily 
he had cleaned up their mess, so that the coroners would not find telltale evidence of his presence at the flat 
almost till the end. Perhaps it may be a farfetched assumption, because the cause of death should become 
obvious - and there would be no possibility of attributing his death to murder! As far as he knew, Alexi was 
loved by people and had no enemies. His only enemy had been himself. 


Before leaving his house, he had checked on Alexi; there was still a faint, minimal pulse, although his spirit had 
already fled. His body lay in a reclined position on the bed with the black sheets, so serene, yet grave. He 
seemed to have been extremely fatigued, therefore totally engrossed in sleep. The soft lamplight from the 
night stand cast harsh, elongated shadows in the hollows beneath his cheek bones and eye sockets, highlighting 
his prominent angles. It was eerie to see him sleep, techrically alive, but substantially dead. He had knelt and 
kissed his lips, then left the room without looking back. He didn't want this image imprinted in his mind, as 
Alexi's final one. He preferred thinking of him as the girlish adolescent of 1991. He forced this image to his mind 


as he walked out of the door. There was nothing he could do anymore. 


He was in turmoil. The moment he started his car and drove away from his former house, it was as if he was 
blasted with emotion. He had turned on the radio, on a random pop station - "Sn City's cold and empty.. No 
one's around fo judge me.. | can't see clearly when youre gone... "#! - the nostalgic music blasted from the 
speakers, and covered his sniffles. He drove to the outskirts. He parked on the side of the highway, turned on 
the alarm lights and burst into tears and loud cries. No one could hear his screams there. He let his pain out 


in gasps and groans, punching the steering wheel forcefully. What had been happening over the last four days 


felt so surreal. What he had participated in was surreal .. He was in no state to return home, and continue his 


normal life - when all normalcy had been eliminated. 


How could he enter his house, as if everything was the same as before? How could he celebrate New Year's 
Eve with his friends and family? Make a toast for a Happy New Year, kiss his spouse lovingly, hug his brother, 
kiss his niece, his parents, his friends and smile and laugh, nothing special at all? How could he look anyone in 
the eye, after all that had happened to him..? With all that knowledge, he was burdened with. And all the guilty 
pleasure he had experienced with his dying lover.. Four years of hard work were all obliterated with one blow. 
Four days and all the memories and feelings had returned, fiercer than before, as though time had 
resuscitated them, had embellished the positive aspects and the purity of heart, and diminished the fights and 


the devastating ugliness.. 


"Fool! You love him because he is dead - is he dead??! You couldn't stand him when he was alive! He destroyed 
you with his insanity! And now you forgive him just like that? Wake up! Stupid! Come on, you pussy, you filthy, 


weak pussy!", he shouted at himself in vain. 


He had relapsed - his addictive love for Alexi was painfully back.. For the first time in his life he had some 
understanding of Alexi's futile attempts at rehab and recurrent humiliating relapse into his destructive 
passions. Janne had fallen for Alexi once again, only now it was indeed futile. All he could have was a lock of 
fair hair, stolen from a dying man - an heirloom to cling to and caress alone in private while in grief - and half 
a packet of cigarettes. Reminders that what he had experienced with Alexi was real, that his memory would 
remain, throughout the upcoming years, when he would not be physically around to accompany him, to guide 
his footsteps, to talk to him, to share music with, to shred, to love... 


" Stop it! Stop it! He was never actually there in the end, anyway! You had nothing! So stop it!!!" 


He needed a cigarette again - and how convenient of him to steal Alexi's last packet. Should he keep it intact, 
he wondered for a split second of remorse and pain - after all, it held Alexi's fingerprints.. He chose to use 
one right here, right now. Inhale Alexi's lethal smoke - inhale some of Alexi, too.. Without further hesitation, he 
lit it and exhaled awkwardly. The smoke made his chest ache, as if he had been beaten by stones. 


He couldn't drive back home directly. No, that would be impossible. He couldn't face her - and say what? "| 
fucked Alexi.." How offensive - but then, she had claimed that she would always respect his love for him... Oh, 
for real?! And this justifies fucking him? How dare he even think of it! No, going back home would be 
impossible. He should take a few days off, alone, hoping that his decision would be met with understanding and 
patience - how audacious of him - even if it took being absent over the New Year. If not.. Well, the hell with 


it! He would face the consequences. He should take on responsibility like a grown-up! 
He should go to Norway.. He definitely should not delay the errand, Alexi had assigned him with. 


He took out his cell phone and dialed his home number, regardless of the hour. 


" |.. | can't come back home.. Not just yet. Please, understand me.. Please.. | need to stay alone... It has been 
rather hard for me.. | will explain once I'm back, or once l'm in a position to speak.. I'm sorry..", he had tried 
not to sound too alarming, unsuccessfully. He didn't even stay longer on the line to hear the answer - maybe 


the accusations, the swearing.. 
Ignorance is bliss. Even temporarily. 


He drove to his parents’ cabin in the woods. He was lucky to have the keys with him. He knew that he would 
be alone there; his family would pass the festive season at their house in Espoo, with his brother and his 
family.. Only he would be missing, but that was not something they were not used to. No one would disturb 


him there - no one would know, in the first place.. 


It was pretty dark by the time he arrived. He had to shovel the snow to reach the path leading to the cabin - 
but he always kept a shovel in his car boot. Maniacally he cleared the way and unlocked the door. Tried the 
electrics and then the power was on. He felt exhausted suddenly and collapsed onto the couch, without cleaning, 


without taking off his clothes. 


" Janne..", he thought he heard Alexi's whisper before passing out. 


The darkness of a dreamless sleep engulfed him (no dreams breed in breathless sleep*” - Alexi had always 
been obsessed with Dissection and Janne had learnt to play that one on his piano for him).. 


Nnthe 


His body was stiff and cold after a few hours. He woke up in agony, disoriented. And then he remembered. And 


screamed in despair and grief. 


The next few hours he occupied himself with opening the windows, shaking the quilts and covers, sweeping the 
timber floors of the dust and dead leaves that had sneaked their way in through the crevices. He frantically 
chopped some wood - far too much, just to keep himself busy - and lit a fire. A faint image of Alexi helping 
him with the fire, some decades before, passed before his eyes. Janne still wore his hair short and weird, back 


then. 


They had been cuddling, so young and sweet, before the fireplace, while they opened up their hearts, about their 
lives, their fears, the things that had brought tears to their eyes.. They had been so cold. it was in the heart of 
winter, December perhaps.. No matter how much wood they had fed into the fireplace, they still shivered, so 
holding each other tight, sharing a bottle of cheap, red wine was a welcome solution 


" Dude, you are my best friend! These are my secrets.. Promise you never reveal anything to anyone!, Alexi 
might have said, or something like that, anyway. He had boasted that their cool frontman considered him to be his 
best friend 


They hadnt seemed to bother about the unprecedented proximity, so absorbed in their revelations they had been, 
that their touching thighs and coupling torsos had felt kind of ..normal? They hadn't dared any other, shocking 
thought. Or had they? He had no recollection anymore, when had it started for him - gnawing at his mind, gnawing 
at his heart. He would vouch now that he had always been in love with Alexi - but still, those early visits to the 
cabin, away trom their ‘fearsome’ parents were innocent and cute and naive.. The smell of Alex's shampoo was in 
his nostrils, him, being shorter as he was. The scent still lingered Perhaps Janne had opened his mouth to feel his 
velvet hair, savor its fine texture, out of the shorter boy's sight. Perhaps.. Maybe in his dreams later... 


He wished he had touched him, back then. He wished he could now touch the ghost. He wished he still had that 
option. Tears already filled his eyes and he got up in frustration, to raid the bar, where his parents would 
normally store the liquor. He found some old whiskey bottles and a few bottles of red wine. Without thinking he 
picked the Jack Daniels and put the bottle to his mouth. It burned his throat as he downed a big swig. It tasted 
weird. He hated it. Was there anything edible in the cabin? Some expired crisps perhaps? Some stale rusks? 
Pasta from 2011? ..Any painkillers? His head pounded ominously. He still felt exhausted and worn out. All that he 
could find was old and stale - the food, the booze, the memories, the ghosts.. Even his own existence seemed 
to resort to the past, thriving on whatever stale energy he could extract, denying the present, because it 


hurt too much. 


Before he realized it, he was sitting on the couch with Alexi's CKY guitar on his lap, caressing the strings with 
affection. The package Alexi was sending to Oslo was next to him. He went through the photos and letters that 
woman had sent him, touched the little face on the paper bitterly.. Alexi's letter and the video he was sending 
to his son were tempting. He kept glancing at their side, then regretting it. How he wished he could have a last 
peek in his beloved one's thoughts and feelings.. See his characteristic handwriting, listen to his deep voice 
speaking affectionate words, he hadn't heard before.. He didn't give in to the temptation, though; he didn't want 
to intrude into Alexi's approach towards his son. This was meant to be a private instance and there was no 


place for him. 


Janne had shed all the tears he had kept inside, and now he was numbed in a way. It was already getting dark 
Life seemed unreal. As if he, himself, were dead and gone and all that existed around him did not include him 
anymore, did not concern him. Alexi was gone and he was ruined. All he could think of was his beloved WildChild, 
and his regrets for the time that had passed unexploited.. 


Would his heart have stopped by now? Would he already be dead? Was there any chance he might have 


survived? If he called for an ambulance now..°? What day was it? 


The following morning he called Alexi's sister, Anna, as they had arranged before.. Two days had passed. 


" Janne? You?", her words revealed cautiousness. 


He urged her to visit her brother, revealing that they had met, for Christmas wishes and that Alexi had not 
seemed well. He told her that he was worried about his welfare. She sounded surprised that it should be him, 
of all people, to tell her so about her brother; it was well known that Alexi had cut his ties with his former 
band members after the dispute, especially with Janne, so she was curious, if not concerned. Had they 
regrouped? 


She had always had the suspicion that her little brother and Janne had a thing between them, infatuated with 
one another, no matter how much they had denied it and had announced publicly that it was just a joke. She 
had always sensed that Janne was behind Alexi's frustration and long absences and she felt strange towards 
the keyboardist, without being able to put it into words directly, or to rationalize it. 

" My brother got married to that fat bitch! Such a fool.. What do you think, Janne?" - she had asked him back in 
2002 They were quite dizzy, staying late at some party a common friend of theirs had thrown. Alexi was 
nowhere to be seen at that moment - probably he had already passed out somewhere. That left the two of them 


in the company of one another. 


" Uh.. Dunno.. She's kinda cool?", he had replied reluctantly 


"Oh, cool? She is bigger than him!" 


"/ suppose he „likes her?" 


" A huge crush it must be, then! He might break a bone! Ugh.. | bet they won't stick together for long. She's a 


predator and he's naive, a victim. | wonder what she paid him for fucking her..." 


"Oh, Anna.. Please.. Thats too much-" 


"Tt scares you, doesn't it, Janne? It appalls you, thinking of them fucking? Admit it!" 


" No, it does not! What makes you think that?..", and he had blushed all over. 


" oohhh.. Thats if, Janne.. You're jealous, arent your" 


"No, Im not! What-?" 


" You know - I think you would give anything to be in her place.. Fuck that little hole of my sweet, baby brother.. 
So beautiful, isn’t he?", she slurred close to his ear and he shivered 


" Anna, please! Youre drunk! Alexi is my best friend.. My brother!" 


" Dont be too shocked, sweetheart! Come on! Don't be a prude.. You know he is gay as fuck! He hasnt realized it 
yet, he is in denal! That's why he picks all these nasty, ugly girls, that no one would give a damn.. Out of mercy, 


to redeem his soul for his sinful inclination." 


" Stop if! | think its enough.." 


" Ha ha ha.. „Are you blind or evil, Janne?", she had gauged him with narrow eyes and a snigger. 


Blind or evil.. Her voice still echoed through his ears. He had not given her reason to turn against him openly, 
on the contrary, he had always liked her and been polite and courteous to her, as if she were his elder sister.. 
Janne had been aware of her resentment, but it was only now that he could justify her sentiments. And the 
fact that he could never speak openly to her about him and her brother - Yes, / hate the thought of them 


tucking, because | want it to be me, fucking him, making him moan, penetrating his soul! - only made him feel guilty 
and receptive to her inarticulate disapproval. They had never admitted their bond to Anna. 


" You know why Kim and I split for real, last year?", Alexi had told him that early summer night, scratching a 
primitive idea for a riff on his strings 


/t was still warm and humid, at the cabin, and they were too hot, so they walked around half naked. Alexi was 
holding his white guitar around his shoulders, and Janne was sitting on the bench of his old electric piano - which 
was still there, in the same corner! - getting high with playing music and getting drunk on Rum. Alexi normally 
disliked Rum - but beggars can't be choosers and alcohol is always alcohol, so he had taken a few swigs willingly. He 
was sweetly tipsy and buzzing around Janne, lke a frivolous bee. 


Jane's hair caressed his bare shoulders. Alexi put his hand through it and ruffled it nonchalantly, then ‘accidentally’ 
put that same hand on his hot skin and Janne gasped He felt intoxicated by Alexis presence - and his getting rid of 
his wife had been intoxicating news to him. 


" | thought you broke up in 2002." 


" Yeah, but last year was the real end of it.” - he riffed hard on the guitar, tossing his beautiful blonde hair. 


" Did she decide to finish off with your" 


"Who told you it was her?" 


" Dunno... Just a guess?" - Janne followed his riff on the keys 


" Well.. She wouldn't share me..", and Alexi caressed Janne's long hair sensually. Janne shivered, in the heat of the 
night 


" Share you? Was that really the case?" 


"Oh, come on dame.. She knew..', and Alexi kissed hm. " It was always like this.. A fagade.." - another sweet kiss, 
" She had always known.. Kim is a friend! She's cool.. But | cant prolong the charade..", and straddled the horny 


Jannes lap, facing him, placing his arms around his neck. 


"Prolong the charade? So there was no sex?", and Janne forced a finger in Alexis voluptuous mouth 


" Didnt say that." - he sucked it 


"Oh, | see..", Janne leant closer to the pale, tight torso, white as vanilla ice-cream, and took a lick He would so 
much like some red cherry syrup on his ice-cream. He bit hard on Alexis pink nipples, tearing his skin with his teeth 


Alexi moaned and Janne bit him harder. Red droplets littered his sweet delight - and he licked hm all over, 
smearing the blood on his lips and face. He was hard - Alexi was hard. There was no use in waiting Having 
discovered the pleasures of sex, there was no escaping it. It was a matter of minutes before Jame would take 
Alexi deep and hard, while seated on the piano bench Alexi had looked so beautiful when being fucked. Like an angel, 
with a glitch.. 


Nite 


Janne's brain played cruel tricks on his sanity. He and Alexi had spent quite some time during holiday, at this 
cabin. Now Alexi's face popped up everywhere: inside the kitchen, half naked, twenty-three years old, cupping a 
mug of hot coffee, close to his chest and savoring the aroma.. on the sofa with the traditional finnish covers, 
sprawled legs everywhere, hugging a bowl of crisps in front of him, inviting Janne to sit beside him for a 
movie, granting his irresistible smile - lusty and innocent at the same time.. stark naked on his parents’ double 
bed, lying prone, gazing at him, mouthing silently ‘fu %*c*k* m*e* n¥o*w*', driving him painfully throbbing, 


between his legs... in the bathroom, where a clean shaven beautiful and youthful Alexi would appear in the 


corner of the mirror, only to shock him enough, so as to cut his forty-one-year-old weathered face with the 


razor blade.. 

" Please, go away.. It hurts! Allu, it hurts so fucking muchl! Please.. Go away.. Go... 

He would start crying desperately then.. He would look at his own reflection in the mirror again, desolate and 
abandoned, aging skin, puffy eyes, hair thinning gracelessly, and he would feel wrath! On the spur of the 
moment, he foamed his head and shaved his hair off, all the way around, leaving a bald unfamiliar orb staring 
back at him, two holes for eyes and a crooked line for a mouth. He screamed all the air out of his lungs. It 
was so relieving that no one could hear him. He was on the verge of insanity. 

NEM 

For some time - was it days? - he lay on the couch, mostly unconscious or drifting. Getting drunk and passing 
out only to come round to start drinking again, was a loop routine that repeated itself numerous times.. He 
couldn't place himself in time any more. 

His cell phone had rung a few times, but he hadn't had the courage to check it - no question of him answering 
it. He was afraid of hearing the news. The fire in the fireplace was out, so out of duty he jerked his body off 
the couch and tried to make his way to feed it with wood. He was so dizzy he only managed to trip over the 
rug and fall facedown onto the floor, bumping his ‘unprotected’ head on the edge of the coffee table. Two 
empty bottles fell off, shattering into pieces with the sudden knock 

" Shit.. Hell", he spoke to himself, trying to steady his body in an upright position. 

Then the door slammed open and bright light blinded his eyes. 

"Allu?", he murmured, shading his eyes with his palms, in an attempt to see. 

It was Antti, his brother. 

" Who are..? What? Janne? Is that you? Are you ok, bro?" 

" Antti.. Please.. Why are you here?" 

" We've been trying to reach you.. You missed the New Year's party. ..You've been missing for weeks! But then 
your woman told us that you were out on ..business?", he said and scanned him doubtfully. " Then Anna Laiho 
called me, some days ago.. She had tried calling you but had gone to voicemail, so.." 


" I know.. So this is it, huh? He's dead, no? Alexi..." 


" | am sorry.. | guess you somehow heard..?" 


" Yeah... | heard..." 
" | figured you would be here.. | brought you some food. How.. How are you doing?" 


" Uh.. Let me think.. Alexi is dead and l.. Well, | am fine. Felt like getting a new haircut. You like it?", Janne 
sounded bitter. 


" Oh, Janne..", and Antti embraced him with total understanding. " It must hurt.. | know.. | am so sorry, Jame..”, 


and Janne broke down in sobs. 

" Please, Antti.. Go. | need to be alone." 
" Are you sure?" 

" Yes, please. Now gol lIl.. I'll be fine!" 
Be 


Alone again, with some food now in his stomach, he sobered up. Took a shower. Lit the fire in the fireplace. He 
sat at the kitchen table, running through his text messages and voice mail on his cell phone, while drinking 
some stale coffee. It was as if while he was ‘out' all the people he had ever known, had decided to reach him. 


Henkka and Jaska, too. He felt emotional and frustrated. 


Later, he put on his coat and took a walk to the lake. Everything was covered with snow, the trees, the earth 
and the lake was frozen - a totally white, gloomy scenery, just like his mood. It was cold. He breathed deeply 
the refreshing air. He sat down by the shore, on the stones he used to sit while he watched Alexi play with 
the water, so many years before. He felt so empty. The memory hurt him. His lips quivered in pain and a tear 
trickled down on his cheek. He let his stare drift in the whiteness, vision blurry with moisture. 


There he was. A small, black clad figure approaching him from behind the trees. He was wearing a black long 
coat, black trousers and boots, black scarf and his black beanie. His long fair hair flowed over his shoulders and 
around his pale, beautiful face with the perfect blue eyes, highlighted with the black eyeliner he had always 


worn He sat down, a few steps away from him and looked at him, with a faint smirk. 


"You're dead. What does this matter to you, anyway? You are not the one left behind..", Janne muttered. 


Alexis ghost kept staring at him silently. He had this ambiguous expression - and he looked pretty damn young 
and annoyingly fresh - as if death had healed him. 


" Fuck you, Allu! Fuck-youl", Janne shouted, furious and hurled a stone at him. 


The stone passed through Alexi, and landed on the frozen surface of the lake, cracking the ice at the point of 


impact. Janne crash-landed into reality. 


It was time he put his trip to Norway into action, in order to execute the last leg of his errand. 


Hier kommt Alex. 
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The plane landed at Gardemoen Airport early in the morning. He pulled his beanie over his bald head, which was 
still unaccustomed to the cold (would he regret shaving his hair in grief for Alexi?), put on his thick jacket, 
retrieved his priceless luggage and took the bus to Oslo center. He felt stupid in a way. What was he supposed 
to say? He hadn't even bothered to send Trinne a text message, let alone call her, which would have made it 
sound more official and serious. The only one he had informed about his trip to Oslo was his brother Antti - 
but he hadn't provided him with any explanatory details as to the reasons he had to travel. He felt unable to 


reveal anything, even to him. 
" I's urgent and mandatory..." 
"Is it somehow Alexi-related?" 


" tll explain when I'm back Can you get my passport? It must be at the studio... I'll drive by your house on my 
way to the airport" 


" Janne, l'm worried! Are you mad? What the hell is this all about-" 
" Please don't ask any questions. I'll tell you everything when | get back!" 
With the help of Google maps, he wandered the streets of the Oslo suburb the address indicated and the T- 


banen had left him, feeling a bit odd. Almost all of his memories of the city were related to Alexi, and Children 


of Bodom - and now both were gone forever. All the places, the buildings, the environment, bore memories 


connected to them. He could envision Alexi everywhere, and he missed him desperately. Alexi's death still 
lingered in his mind and he was still in grief. Then he saw the hotel they had stayed at the last time, before 
taking the T-banen from Jernbanetorget and made a mental note, to book a room there, if necessary. He 
walked past the Rock-In, closed due to the pandemic, and then he remembered Arne. Instinctively he shuddered. 
There was no reason, any more, to search for Arne's company. Alexi was not around anymore. End of their 
stories, end of anything that had to do with the past. He felt shame, and so hastened his pace. He was 
supposed to have a different life now - and the only man who had thrilled him was dead. 


So, after a couple of minutes wandering, loaded with his heavy luggage, he stood outside the building complex 
of the appointed address. His heart was beating fast, and suddenly he felt very hot, despite the polar 
temperature. Maybe it was because of striding along loaded He untied his scarf and breathed deeply in and out 
steadily, in order to compose himself. Then he took out his cell-phone and dialed Trinne's number - the one 


Alexi had written down with his oblique handwriting for him, along with the address, for this occasion. 


" Det er Trinne, vær så god?", he heard her voice for the first time, and despite understanding the norwegian 
language, due to years of obligatory Swedish lessons at school, he opted for English, to put some distance 
between them. 


" Hello, Alexi Laiho gave me your phone number and address.." - long pause. 


"Is that you, Janne?", he was surprised that she already knew him. Perhaps Alexi prior to his death had told 
her he would send his missionary. Who knows what the little fuck had arranged! Janne smirked to himself 
bitterly before answering: 


" „Yeah... | suppose you know about me." 

" Did Alexi send you?" 

" Correct. Look, Trinne, | am standing right outside your house. Do you think we could somehow meet?" 
" Wait for me. I'm coming out." 


And there he found himself walking along the sidewalk with a stranger, a Norwegian woman, who was quite tall, 
almost his height - which meant she was taller than Alexi by far - and at least a couple of years older than 
him - and consequently Alexi. She had a natural, sweet face, long fair hair, streaked with grey strands, tied in 
a carefree bun, round blue eyes devoid of any type of make up. She was pretty in an alternative way, more 
like a vegan hipster, than a goth or metal queen, plastered with tons of extreme make up, that Alexi would opt 
for, if he were to pick up a girl. The WildChild was full of surprises for him up to his death, it seemed. Looking 
at her silently as they walked towards a park that lay close to her house, he kept wondering how come and 
she and Alexi had a thing together, how had life intertwined their paths? ..How drunk must Alexi have been, to 
find shelter in such a different woman? He liked her, in a way. /t seems that we end up procreating with 
someone directly opposite fo our own lifestyle, he thought to himself with a shadow of a smile on his lips. It was 


the first time he had smiled in amusement, since Alexi's passing. Apparently we need some normalcy in our 


lives, to keep the balance, when it comes to descendants, so that they grow up in a wholesome environment, he 


continued contemplating to himself. 
" So, why did Alexi send you instead of coming himself?" 


" Alexi is dead", Janne served the bitter truth sternly and this was enough of an explanation. Silence befell 
them, like a bludgeon 


They picked a bench under a tree that was not covered in snow and sat facing one another. 

" | didn't know...", she said. 

" That is because it is fairly recent, | suppose... But he was found some weeks ago, in his apartment..." 
" Were you there?" 

" | might have been.." 

" So.. | see.. l'm sorry to hear..." 


" He was sick You have definitely seen his pictures of late.. He.. He couldn't last any longer... It was terminal 


and tormenting..." 

" Was he in pain?" 

" Pretty much, yeah..” 

" Oh no.. My sweet angel..", she grimaced sad. 


" Though he never complained. He never complained about physical pain - he was only grumpy and bitchy with 
us, but not for serious issues. He was an animal! | hope that during his death, he didn't suffer, he... | mean..”, 
and Janne couldn't help his tears. " I'm sorry. | get a bit emotional, because he was.. He was.. my very.. my..', 


Janne mumbled and Trinne interrupted him tenderly, to help him out of the difficult situation: 


" | know Janne- he was your love and soulmate." she said plainly and Janne looked down, blushing. " Don't feel 
ashamed. Alexi had told me what you two had.. Actually, you are the reason he got together with me in the 
first place!", and she put a friendly, comforting hand on his knee. " But | don't know if it is of any help to 


discuss this right now .." 


" Well.. This doesn't make it any easier, but.. Yes. We were pretty close.. God.. I'm not used to speaking about 
such stuff.. But it feels OK for some reason, now..." 


" It's Ok. | understand" she told him and smiled at him. " Hey, | would recognize you in a crowd without telling 
me who you are. Even without the long hair!", she tried to change the subject. 


" Am | so famous?", he joked. 


" Well, Alexi made a rock-star of you, when we met. He was so much in love with you, but he was hurt 


somehow..." 
" So, you know everything." 


" Only the basic stuff", and she smiled at him." He never lied about you. | think he was truthful from the 


very first moment. | let him speak and he opened up unexpectedly!" 
" That sounds pretty much like him. He ..was.. very sweet when being honest..." 


" Yes. Despite his inclination, he was so genuine and sweet and in love, that he was irresistible. He showed good 
traits of character and he was so gentle, that | preferred a gay man's intimacy to a straight polygamous liar's 
promises, who would disrespect me and treat me like shit.. Not that there was anyone else in my life back at 
that time, and having a male available was precious - and desperate, | admit - if you understand what | 
mean..", she said without any hesitation and he was amazed at her straight-forwardness. He smiled fondly at 


her. 


" | think | understand. You must seize the opportunity when it appears... | don't blame you. Maybe it was for 
the best, meant to be.. He was unique and irresistible. He would smile and then no one could keep any grudge 


against him! Even if he could be really obnoxious..." 


" That smile.. Yes, that's what | liked most about him. But, Janne, | want to assure you in the first place that | 
didn't deliberately go for it. Perhaps after speaking so openly, | thought that there was no chance he and me 
could.. you know..", she rubbed her two index fingers together indicating a sexual union." So there was no 
stress to flirt and to expect approval | suppose... It happened on the spur of the moment... Unexpectedly... Do | 
annoy you, with such details?" 


" No, on the contrary. You can't compare the two.. situations, let's put it like that.. But | am always happy to 


hear stories about him and his qualities... Makes me proud of him", said Janne and mused on Alexi's memory. 


" He was really kind to me. Back then | was bartending at a small place at Grunnerlakka, and that's where we 
met. He was by himself, drinking his ass off, alone and he looked pretty distressed. He accidentally broke a glass 
and got on his knees to sweep the shards, because it was his fault! Funny, huh?" 


" | can picture him. Clumsy and gesturing as if he was on the ADHD spectrum..", and they both laughed, before 
Janne turned serious gradually. " Why did you keep the baby? | mean, he was a one-night stand and you would 
be burdened forever.. Why go through so much trouble?" 


" | didn't realize it immediately, and when | did, well then it was kind of late. | could still get the abortion, but | 
wouldn't kill a child for any reason! | had sex - with my consent. So, | took the responsibility of my actions and 


faced the consequences. You make it sound worse than it actually is!" 
" Perhaps | imagine that having the father around might be better, if not necessary.” 


" You cannot force anyone to stick around. Besides, he has a step-father now, he can make up for the missing 


‘male-role-model' in his life..." 
" He doesn't know who his father is! Isn't it unfair?" 


" Actually, he knows who his father is. And knows that we couldn't be together, because he has other-", she 
hesitated and he blurted in: 


" Other what? Preferances? Priorities? How degrading could it be for him..?" 


" | have never belittled Alexi to my son. He knows that Alexi is not aware of his existence, because we were 


not married or in a relationship." 
" Really? How did you explain how a father can't be aware of his child's existence?" 


"Its all a matter of presentation and focus - if you over-dramatize a situation then you only create 
problems! | was never disappointed by Alexi. Only good feelings do | harbor for him.. | was relaxed and in good 
terms with the situation, so in a way, | transmitted it to young Aleksi. When he grows older, he can figure out 
for himself, how a man can sometimes not be aware of his child's existence!", and she winked at Janne and 


they smiled to each other. 


" Perhaps the old Alexi would have wanted to have a say in his child's life, before he got sick! Why didn't you 


tell him earlier?" 


" Janne, please don't judge me! | didn't want to burden anyone with an unwanted child! We were not even meant 
to be together! | didn't even think there was any chance of getting pregnant! So, how could | shatter his life 
with such a revelation? Who was | to him? He was so much in love with you, and occupied with your band that 
there was no room for me and my son! It would appear as if | was asking for money - which was definitely 


not the case!" 
Janne's eyes were burning with tears he withheld. 


" He had a child and he had no idea about it! If he had known, perhaps he could have taken his life seriously, 


slacken off and grow up and become more responsible..", said Janne and released his tears. 


" He didn't seem to be that kind of person-" 


" How could you know that?" 


" Well, | could tell! It was just for one night, and just for fun! He was into men, so how could |..?! It was never 


an option.. Nothing was planned! | didn't intend to change his life, without his consent!" 
" Why now, then? Because that's what Alexi told me..", he asked her with quivering lips. 


" Because Aleksi junior has been asking questions, as he's growing up... So | looked into Alexi senior, only to see 
those horrible pictures of him that indicated he was not in good shape.. Or, should | say he looked deathly sick? 
It crossed my mind that he might not live long, so if there was any chance for my son to meet him, | should 
act quickly. Quickly is a figure of speech, as it took me two years to make the decision and trace him. It was 
not that difficult, him being who he was.. In the meantime | was still bothered with doubts. Who was | to upset 
his life with an illegitimate child, what if he was married to you or to anyone else.. | hesitated, but | thought it 
better to contact him, without any claims or demands - just informatively.. Aleksi was old enough and | am 
with Stian - my boyfriend, that is - so perhaps it could work, for both of them. | ran the DNA test on Aleksi 
junior, so that Alexi senior could get proof of my allegations.. And that's how we reached December 2020." 


" „You made him very happy, you know. Bitterly happy, because he wished he could have known him earlier, 


but still happy... 
"lam sorry to hear that." 


" No, you don't have to be. He saw it as a gift he didn't deserve to get. He took the test - and it was a 
positive match. He prepared a package for Aleksi, before his death...” 


" Ohl", and they kept silent for a couple of minutes. 


Janne stared straight ahead, striving hard not to get emotional again in front of this woman, while she 
observed him silently, providing him with space and time, to compose himself. All he thought of was that right 
which had set the wheels in motion for this very meeting. Alexis awed and frozen stare when he had caught 
him in action with Arne. Alexi had come back to their hotel room regretful and more accepting. He had told 
him that he had not been correct towards him. He hadn't lied to him, despite the fact that no one would have 
found out and he could have still kept a grudge against him. He had chosen to be honest, although it would take 
him - Janne - eleven years to believe him. Janne knew, deep in his heart that had Alexi known about the child, 
he would have acknowledged him, and possibly taken care of him, no matter how old and immature he might 
have been. He was childish sometimes, but he could empathize with kids and young fans were always fond of 
him, maybe because his size was not that threatening to them, in comparison to stout, big guys like Henkka, 


Jaska, or even Roope. 
" What about you? How do you feel about this?" Trinne brought him back to reality with her question. 


" What do you mean?" 


" Are you Ok?" 


" You mean about.. No, | uh.. We hadn't been ..together for a long time. Since his drinking and substance abuse 


became an appreciable opponent for me, | suppose..." 
" | didn't know that. But you remained friends afterwards, didn't you?" 


" Not exactly. We hadn't spoken for almost a year. It was pretty rash and sad.. The band dissolved.. Alexi was 
being emotional again and cut all contact with us. He had become extremely reserved and difficult to 
communicate with - apparently because he was aware of his terminal condition. Yet we met the day after 
Christmas, and.. We made amends lets say. But it was already too late, because he was sick and dying and his 
condition deteriorated drastically. You wouldn't recognize him anymore..", said Janne and gazed in front of him, 


at the winter scenery of the park 
"| hope you made peace, at last." 
" We did. Not that it hurts less, though.. At least we had the opportunity to get some closure." 


" And with this, he anointed you his ambassador?", and Janne smiled softly. Trinne was unnervingly direct, but 


humorous at the same time, which made things easier at that moment. 


" In a way. Despite his strong wish to meet Aleksi, he was pretty ashamed of his health condition and his 
absence, even if it was not done deliberately... But | hope that Aleksi can accept a new uncle in his life, from 


his real father's side? What do you think?" 

" Uncle?" 

"| can't really say.. You know. It's not necessary.. Unless you have another opinion" 
" | think he would be intrigued to meet uncle Janne!" 


" | would like to keep ties and be part of his life, in Alexi's stead, if you agree.. Alexi has meant so much to 
me, and getting close to something related to him would be really comforting. Later, he could perhaps meet his 


grandparents and aunt-by-blood, Anna. Alexi has a sister, you know..." 


"Im quite positive, if he takes it easily! How about going home and meeting him? It's starting to get cold here 
outsidel", Trinne proposed and they headed for her place. 


It was a beautiful modern two-storey house in a block of similar houses, with a small front porch, and a back 
yard, taken out of an IKEA catalogue. Cozy, with norweigean timber floors and panels, old-fashioned white 
kitchen cabinets set modernly. Candles smelling of cinnamon and orange were set at various places, on the 
window sills, coffee stand and dining table. He took off his shoes, beanie and jacket before cautiously entering 
the apartment and left them in the hall, along with his precious luggage, by the entrance. He noticed that a 


wooden staircase led to the upper floor of the house, which apparently comprised the bedrooms and perhaps a 
bathroom? The living room was on the ground floor, with a big L-shaped IKEA couch and a long bookcase in a 
white color, that was split in two piers, separated by an enormous 52-inch flat TV screen, a music channel 


was on and pop music video clips played at low volume and dressed the atmosphere with sound. 


Then a little blond girl no more than six years old came running into the hall, in search of her mother. Upon 


seeing Trinne, she hugged her leg eagerly. 
" My daughter Jeannette..", Trinne explained. "Aleksi's sister, and Stian's daughter. 


Stian appeared in the entrance hall, so as to welcome the new-comer. He looked to be in his late forties-early 
fifties, short thinning hair, grayish beard and glasses; he could be a doctor or a teacher he thought - nothing 
like Alexi! There could be no comparison between the two men Janne wondered how Trinne could go from a 
man with Alexi's heavy metal attire to the serious doctor-like looks of Mr. Stian! Love is blind? They gave the 
impression of a normal loving family, and for one moment he felt happy for Aleksi, to live and grow in a proper 
household. Stian seemed quite caring - despite his boring looks! But then, perhaps even he himself might look 
boring at the age of fifty, if he reached that old - Alexi would never be fifty, grey and boring, he thought 
bitterly. But he wouldn't give in to grief at this moment. 


" Jeg er Stian, Trinnes kjæresten og far til Jeannette. Glad å treffe deg. Velkommenl", the other man greeted 
him politely in norweigean and he had to brush up his swedish, it seemed, in order to keep up with the 
conversation. 

"Det ar Janne.. Aleksis farbror... Aleksis far och jag var goda vänner. Tyvärr dog han, inte så langt gar... 

" So, he is dead.. | am sorry to hear that", Stian turned to English. 

"It is sad, indeed. But he was suffering from a terminal condition so it didn't surprise anyone..” 


" And you are here on his behalf, | suppose? For Aleksi?" 


" Yeah. Alexi Laiho - his father - asked me to find him and stand in for him. He also gives his favorite guitar 


to his son, along with some explanatory stuff... 


" His guitar?" Trinne intervened." How strange - Aleksi started playing the guitar last year, after a short 


period experimenting with the violin and the piano. He has always been into music so | followed his inclination.. 


And now this...?" 
" Blood calls to blood..", Janne said, tears welling in his eyes. 


He liked those people. They seemed to love Aleksi and take good care of him. Alexi should rest relieved. 


The sound of thudding feet galloping down the stairs stopped his mental drift. He turned around to face a 
younger version of his WildChild - and he gasped shocked by the similarity, He was coming into puberty, 
around eleven years old; he had fair hair in awkward bangs, reaching just beneath his earlobe, broad forehead 
and the perfect match for Alexi's eye color, the same color-code from a paint-palette - blue with tints of 
grey and green. His mouth bore the sad expression of his father when sober or serious, like this moment. But 
what struck him like a stab to his heart was the exactness of Alexis stare, as if they shared the same soul, 
looking at the world through the same gem eyes. Janne shivered but smiled at the young one. 


" Så du måste vara Aleksi, inte så?", he turned to the child. 

"Far?" (Father) 

" Well.. I'm not your father, though | suppose | could be. | am your uncle. Your father sent me." 

"Where is he, then?" 

" Hmmm... Well.. | am sorry to tell you.. He couldn't come... He is not alive anymore." 

The child's face quivered and contorted with unexpected shock. Janne thought that at such an age, a boy would 
not need to be familiar with the concept of death and eternal loss. Aleksi seemed to struggle between 
curiosity, disappointment and wonder. He stared cautiously at the bald man, kneeling in front of him, opening his 


arms in a welcoming embrace. 


" | know that a father would be preferable to an uncle.. But I'm here for you. Your father sent me, before he 


passed, and I'll help you get to know him, if you want..." 

" Why did he die?", was the only question of young Aleksi. 

" Well.. Sometimes people get really sick Most times they recover, but there are those sad cases, when they 
lose the battle and they become angels, to guard their loved ones.. | am sure that Alexi is an angel.. And | am 
sure that he would be very proud of you..” 

" How do you know?" 

" Because | knew him very well. Now, your mother and Stian told me that you play the guitar, is that right?" 

" Yeah, I'm trying.. But I'm not that good.” 


"Im sure that's not true. Do you know that your father used to play the guitar?" 


" Did he? Really", the child's eyes sparkled with interest. 


" Exactly! And | have a present for you - a present from your father, Alexi Laiho. Now that | know you play 
the guitar, | bet you anything he will reel in peace and laugh out happily!" 


He opened the guitar case and took out the black V-shaped ESP guitar Alexi turned to most often during his 
life, and hung it around the boy's small shoulders. Then he placed the guitar in his hands, helping him to hold it 
right and took a step back. Despite the old scratches, the black and yellow guitar shone, as if alive, in the boy's 
hands. 


Never in his life could he believe that there could be such likeness between father and son He admired his 
WildChild's offspring and mused on the thought that if this was not some sort of resurrection, then the hell, 


what was? 


& The end 


